> 
LN 
od - 


82 
7 


TIL 


5 
5 
» 


# A . 


r y - 
12:94 ve . . 5% 4 


3 8 * 


* . 
ws 


l 


. 

WC ELIZ "CARTE 

br PermifSion Of MU fiir, 
From an orginal (amew 


in the LolSefsrwn of Lady C Finch. 


Oh 


5 


—_—_ 


k 
» 
x 

* 


> 
LN 
od - 


82 
7 


TIL 


5 
5 
» 


# A . 


r y - 
12:94 ve . . 5% 4 


3 8 * 


* . 
ws 


l 


. 

WC ELIZ "CARTE 

br PermifSion Of MU fiir, 
From an orginal (amew 


in the LolSefsrwn of Lady C Finch. 


Oh 


5 


—_—_ 


k 
» 
x 

* 


P. O: EB 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
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BY MRS. ELIZABETH CARTER. # 
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MY LORD, 


TH E world will judge the more favourably * 
of this collection, from being told that it was 
printed by your deſire: and my own, ſcruples 
about the publication will be the leſs painful, 
if you accept it as a teſtimony of the gratitude 
and reſpect, with which I have the honour to 
be, 
MY LORD, 
YOUR LORDSHIP'S 
MOST OBLIGED 


AND MOST OBEDIENT 


HUMBLE SERVANT, 


ELIZ..CARTER. 


- 


WHATEVER honour the Author of this Collec- 


tion may derive from the following fine verſes, there 
is no part of it on which ſhe ſets ſo high a value, as 
the being allowed to declare, that ſhe is indebted for 


them to lord LYTTLETON. 


ou 


It's melody to hear — ſo ſhall thy ſtrains, 


ON READING 


MRS. CARTER'S POEMS 


IN M MANUSCRIPT. 


Such were the notes that ſtruck the wond' ring ear 
Of ſilent night, when, on the verdant banks 

Of S1LoE's hallow'd brook, celeſtial harps, 

Accorded to ſeraphic voices, ſung | 

* Glory to God on high, and bn the earth 

Peace, and good-will to men!” —Reſume the lyre, 
Chauntreſs divine, and ev'ry BRIT ON call 


More pow'rful than the ſong of Ox HEUs, tame 
The ſavage heart of brutal vice, and bend 

At pure religion's ſhrine the ſtubborn knees 

Of bold impiety GR EEx ſhall no more 

Of LESBIAN Sa Ho boaſt, whoſe wanton muſe 
Like a falſe ſyren, while ſhe charm'd, ſeduc'd 


WE 
To guilt and ruin. For the ſacred head 


Of BRTTAIx's poeteſs the virtues twine 


A nobler wreath, by them from EpxN's grove 


Unfading gather'd, and direct the hand 


Of MonTAGU to fix it on her brows. 


” & © MM 


ON 


* 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


IN DIEM NATALEM 


1 
vivendi rectè qui prorogat horam, 
Ruſticus expectat dum defluat amnis, at ille 
Labitur & labetur, in omne, volubilis, evum. 


9 uf Ho, 


| 
1 
1 
| 
| 
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| TI Ov Pow'r ſupreme! by whoſe command I live, 
The grateful tribute of my praiſe receive : 

To thy indulgence I my Being owe, 
And all the joys which from that Being flow, 


. TO COTE ey ne rn > - _ 
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— p - 4 — — 


L 2 1 


Scarce eighteen ſuns have form'd the rolling year, 5 
And run their deſtin'd courſes round this ſphere, 
Since thy creative eye my form ſurvey'd 

Midſt undiſtinguiſh'd heaps of matter laid. 
Thy ſkill my elemental clay refin'd, N 
'The vagrant particles in order join'd : 10 


With perfect ſymmetry compos'd the whole, 


And ſtamp'd thy ſacred image on my ſoul: 
A ſoul ſuſceptible of endleſs jgy, 


Whoſe frame nor force, nor time can eer deſtroy : 


Which ſhall ſurvive, when nature claims my breath, 
And bid defiance to the darts of death ; 16 
To realms of bliſs with active freedom ſoar, | 
And live when earth, and ſkies ſhall be no more. 


Author of life ! in vain my tongue eſſays, 


For this immortal gift, to ſpeak thy praiſe! 1 20 
How ſhall my heart it's grateful ſenſe reveal, 

Where all the energy of words mult fail ? 

O may its influence in my life appear, 

And ev'ry action prove my thanks ſincere ! 


Grant me, great God, a heart to Thee inclin'd : 25 
Increaſe my faith, and reQify my mind : 


19 
*, 
. 


„ 
Teach me betimes to tread thy ſacred ways, 
And to thy ſervice conſecrate my days. 
Still as thro? life's perplexing maze I tray, þ (3 
Be Thou the guiding ſtar to mark my wax. 30 
Conduct the ſteps of my unguarded youth, 
And point their motions to the paths of truth. 
Protect me by thy providential care, '£ 
And warn my ſoul to ſhun the tempter”'s ſnare, 
'Thro? all the ſhifting ſcenes of varied life, 38 
In calms of eaſe, or ruffling ſtorms of grief, 
Throꝰ each event of this inconſtant ſtate, 
' Preſerve my temper equal and ſedate. 
Give me a mind, that nobly can deſpiſe 
The low deſigns, and little arts of vice. 40 
Be my religion ſuch as taught by Thee, 
Alike from pride and ſuperſtition free. 
Inforth my judgment, regulate my will, 
My reaſon ſtrengthen, and my paſſions ſtiff 
To gain thy favour be my firſt great end, 45 
And to that ſcope may ev'ry action tend. | | 
Amidſt the pleaſures of a proſp'rous ſtate, | 
Whoſe flatt*ring charms the untutor'd heart elate, | 
B | 


[C4 11 
May I refle& to whom thoſe gifts I owe, 


And bleſs the bounteous hand, from whence they flow. 


Or, if an adverſe fortune be my ſhare, 

Let not it's terrors tempt me to deſpair ; 
But fixt on 'Thee a ſteady faith maintain, 
And own all good, which thy decrees ordain. 
On thy unfailing providence depend, 

The beſt protector, and the ſureſt friend 


Thus on life's ſtage may I my part ſuſtain, 
And, at my exit, thy applauſes gain. 


When thy pale herald ſummons me away, 
Support me in that dread cataſtrophe : 

In that laſt conflict guard me from alarms, 
And take my ſoul expiring to'thy arms. 


51 


L:% 3 


Felices anime quibus hac cognoſeere primis, 
Inque demos ſuperas ſcandere, cura fuit. 
Credibile eft illas, pariter vitiiſque lociſque 

Altius humanis, exerniſſe caput. 

| O VID. FAS r. 


Wu LE clear the night, and ev'ry thought ſerene, | 
Let fancy wander o'er the ſolemn ſcene: 11 
And, wing' d by active contemplation, riſe | 
Amidſt the radiant wonders of the ſkies. 

Here, Cass 10 EIA fills a lucid throne, 5 
There blaze the ſplendors of the Nok THERN CROWN: 
While the flow car the cold Txr0NEs roll 

OC'er the pale countries of the frozen pole, | 
Whoſe faithful beams conduct the wand'ring ſhip, 
Thro? the wide deſart of the pathleſs deep. 10 
Throughout the GALAx v's extended line, 
Unnumber'd orbs in gay confuſion ſhine : 

Where ev'ry ſtar that gilds the gloom of night 
With the faint tremblings of a diſtant light, 
B 2 
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3}; Met? 


Perhaps illumes ſome ſyſtem of its ] n 25 740 


With the ſtrong influence of a radiant ſun. 
Plac'd on the verge, which TIr Ax's realm confines, 4 

The ſlow revolving orb of SATURN ſhines ; | 

Where the bright power, whoſe near approaching ray 

Gilds our gay climates with the blaze of day, 20 

On thoſe dark regions glimmers from afar, 

With the pale luſtre of a twinkling ſtar. 

While, glowing with unmitigated day, 


The nearer planets roll their rapid way. Foe 


Let ſtupid atheiſts boaſt th* atomic dance, 25 
And call theſe beauteous worlds the work of chance: 
But nobler minds, from guilt and paſſion free, 

Where truth unclouded darts her heavily ray, 

Or on the earth, or in the =therial road, 
Survey the footſteps of a ruling Gop : 30 
Sole Lorp of nature's univerſal frame, 

Thro? endleſs years unchangeably the fame : 

Whoſe preſence, unconfin'd by time or place, 

Fills all the vaſt immenſity of ſpace. , 

He ſaw while matter yet a chaos lay: 35 
The ſhapeleſs chaos own'd his potent ſway. 


* 


1 
His ſingle Fiat form'd th* amazing whole, 


And taught the new-born planets where to roll: 
With wiſe direction curv'd their ſteady courſe, 
Impreſt the central and projectile force, 40 
Left in one maſs their orbs confus'd ſhould r run, 
Drawn by th attractive virtue of the ſun, 
Or quit the harmonious round, and wildly ſtray 
Bevond the limits of his genial ray. 
To thee, Ex DYMION, I devote my ſong ; 45 
To minds like thee, theſe ſubjeQs beſt belong; 
Whoſe curious thoughts with active freedom ſoar, 
And trace the wonders of creating pow'r. 
For this, ſome nobler pen ſhall ſpeak thy fame ; 
But let the muſe indulge a gentler theme, 50 
While pleas'd ſhe tells thy more engaging part, 
Thy ſocial temper and diffuſive heart. 
Unleſs theſe charms their ſoft'ning aid beſtow, 


Science turns pride, and wit a common foe. 


121 
ANAcREON. OD XXX. 
Ai povors Tor Egula, &c. 


Tur Muss once, intent on play, 
Young CvP1D roving. caught: 


With flow'ry wreaths his hands confin'd, 
And bound to BEAT brought. 


Fond VxNus ranges all the plain, 
To ſeek her little oy: 
And ſoon a pow'rful ranſom brings, 
J To free th' impriſon'd boy. 
But tho? releas'd, the captive god 
Refus'd to quit his chains: 
And ſtill to BzAvTy's gentle ſway 
A willing ſlave remains. 


1 


O N 


HEARING MISS ***** SING. 


8 WEE T Ecko, vocal nymph, whoſe mimic tongue 


Return'd the muſic of my DxLIA's ſong, 

O ſtill repeat the ſoft enchanting lay 

That gently ſteals the raviſh'd ſoul away. 

Shall ſounds like theſe in circling air be toſt, 
And in the ſtream of vulgar noiſes loſt ? 

Ye guardian SYLPHs, who liſten while ſhe ſings, 
Bear the ſweet accents on your roſy wings : 
With ſtudious care the fading notes retain, 
Nor let that tuneful breath be ſpent in vain. 
Vet, if too ſoon this tranſient pleaſure fly. 
A charm more laſting ſhall the loſs ſupply : | 
While harmony, with each attractive grace, 
Plays in the fair proportions of her face ; 
Where each ſoft air, engaging and ſerene, 
Beats meaſure to the well-tun'd mind within : 
Alike Her ſinging and her ſilence move, 
Whoſe voice is s mulic, and whoſe looks are Ice. 


W 


10 


15 


Lin 


ON THE 
DEATH OF MRS. ROWE. 


Or T” did intrigue its guilty arts unite, 

To blacken the records of female wit : 

The tuneful ſong loſt ev ry modeſt grace, 

And lawleſs freedoms triumph'd in their place: 

The muſe, for vices not her own accus'd, 
With bluſhes view'd her ſacred gifts abus'd ; 

Thoſe gifts for nobler purpoſes aſſign'd, | 

To raiſe the thoughts, and moralize the mind; 

The chaſte delights of virtue to inſpire, 

And warm the boſom with ſeraphic fire 

Sublime the paſſions, lend devotion wings, 

And celebrate the firſt great CAus E of things, 


Theſe glorious taſks were PHILOMELA's part, 
Who charms the fancy, and who mends the heart, 
In her was ev'ry bright diſtinction join'd, 
Whate'er adorns, or dignifies the mind : 
t Her's ev'ry happy elegance of thought, 
4 * Refin'd by virtye, as by genius wrought, 2 
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Each low-born care her pow'rfui ſtrains controul, 


And wake the nobler motions of the ſoul. 
When to the vocal wood or winding ſtream, 
She hymn'd th' almighty AUTH oR of it's frame, 
'Tranſported echoes bore the ſounds along, 

And all creation liſten'd to the ſong : 

Full, as when raptur'd ſeraphs ſtrike the lyre; 
Chaſte, as the veſtal's conſecrated fire ; | 
Soft as the balmy airs, that gently play 

In the calm ſun-ſet of a vernal day ; 

Sublime as virtue ; elegant as wit 

As fancy various; and as beauty ſweet, 
Applauding angels with attention hung, 

To learn the heav'nly accents from her tongue: 
They, in the midnight hour, beheld her riſe 
Beyond the verge of ſublunary ſkies 

Where, rap'd in Joys to mortal ſenſe unknown, 


She felt a flame extatic as their own. | 
O while diſtinguiſh'd in the realms above, 

The bleſt abode of harmony and love, 

Thy happy ſpirit joins the heav'nly throng, 


Glows with their tranſports, and partakes their ſong, 


20 


25 


30 


35 


14161. 


Fixt on my ſoul ſhall thy example grow, 41 
And be my genius and my guide below; 

To this I'll point my firſt, my nobleſt views, 

Thy ſpotleſs verſe ſhall regulate my muſe. 

And O forgive, thd? faint the tranſcript.be, 45 
That copies an original like thee : . 

My juſteſt pride, my beſt attempt for fame, 

That joins my own to PRILOMELA's Name. 


To K „ # #% % % 


War E thus my thoughts their ſofteſt ſenſe expreſs, 
And ftrive to make the tedious hours ſeem leſs, 
Say, ſhall theſe lines the name, I hide, impart, 
And point their author to my CyNTHI1A's heart? 
Will ſhe, by correſpondent friendſhip, own Fu 
A verſe the muſe direẽts to her alone? 
Dear object of a love whoſe fond exceſs 
No ſtudied forms of language can expreſs, 
How vain thoſe arts which vulgar cares controul 


To baniſh thy remembrance from my ſoul ! 10 


1 131 


Which fixt and conſtant to it's fav'rite theme, 
In ſpite of time and diſtance is the ſame : 

Still feels thy abſence equally ſevere, 

Nor taſtes without thee a delight ſincere. 

Now cold AqQu ARlus rules the frozen ſky, I; 
And with pale horrors ſtrikes the chearleſs eye; 
Sooth'd by the melancholy gloom I rove, 

With lonely footſteps thro? the leafleſs grove; 

While ſullen clouds the face of Heav'n inveſt, 

And, in rude murmurs, howls the bleak NoxTH-rasT: 
Ev'n here thy image riſes to my ſight, _. 21 
And gilds the ſhade with momentary light: 

It's magic pow'r transforms the wintry ſcene, 

And gay as EDEN blooms the faded plain. 

From ſolitude to buſy crowds [ fly, 25 
And there each wild amuſement idly try : | 
Where laughing folly ſports in various play, 

And leads the chorus of the young and gay. 

But here the fancy only takes a part, 

The giddy mirth ne' er penetrates my heart, 30 
Which, cold, unmov'd by all I hear or fee, 

Steals from the circle to converſe with thee. 


1 14 ] 

To calm philoſophy I next retire, 
And ſeek the joys, her ſacred arts inſpire, 
Renounce the frolics of unthinking youth, 35 
To court the more engaging charms of truth: 
With PLAr o ſoar on contemplation's wing, 
And trace perfection to th* eternal ſpring : 
Obſerve the vital emanations low, 
That animate each fair degree below : 40 
Whence order, elegance, and beauty move 
Each finer ſenſe, that tunes the mind to love; 
Whence all that harmony, and fire, that join, 
To form a temper, and a ſoul like thine. 


Thus thro' each diff rent track my thoughts purſue, 
'Thy lov'd idea ever meets my view, 46 
Of ev'ry joy, of ev'ry wiſh a part, 

And rules each varying motion of my heart. 

May angels guard thee with diſtinguiſh'd care, 
And ev'ry bleſſing be my CyNTH1A's ſhare ! 
Throꝰ flow'ry paths ſecurely may ſhe tread, 

By fortune fojlow'd, and by virtue led ; 
While health and eaſe, in ev'ry look expreſs - 
The glow of beauty, and the calm of peace, 


B 
Let one bright ſunſhine form life's vernal day, $5 
And clear and ſmiling be it's ev'ning ray. 
Late may ſhe feel the ſofteſt blaſt of death, 
As roſes droop beneath a Zephyr's breath. 
Thus gently fading, peaceful reſt in earth, 
Till the glad ſpring of nature's ſecond birth: 60 
Then quit the tranſient winter of the tomb, 
To riſe and flouriſh in immortal bloom. 


TO THE SAME. 


OCCASIONED BY: 
AN ODE WRITTEN BY MRS, PHILIPS. 


N ARCISSA! ſtill thro? ev'ry varying name, 

My conſtant care and bright enliv'ning theme, 

In what ſoft language ſhall the muſe declare 

The fond extravagance of love ſincere? _ 

How all thoſe pleaſing ſentiments convey, - i 
That charm my fancy, when I think on thee ? | 

A theme like this OxixD A's thoughts inſpir'd, 

Nor leſs by friendſhip, than by genius fir'd. 

Then let her happier, more perſuaſive art 
Explain th' agreeing dictates of my heart: 


186 


Sweet may her fame to late remembrance bloom, 
And everlaſting laurels ſhade her tomb, 

W hoſe ſpotleſs verſe with genuine force expreſt 
The brighteſt paſſion of the human breaſt. 


In what bleſt clime, beneath what fav'ring ſkies, 15 
Did thy fair form, propitious FRIENDSHIP, riſe? | 
With myſtic ſenſe, the poet's tuneful tongue 
* Urania's birth in glitt'ring fiction ſung ; 

That PA Ros firſt her ſmiling preſence own'd, 

Which wide diffus'd its happy influence round. 20 
With hands united, and with looks ſerene, 

Th' attending GR ACEs hail'd their new-born queen, 
The ZErHYRS round her wav'd their purple wing, 

And ſhed the fragrance of the breathing ſpring : 

The roſy HouRs, advanc'd in ſilent flight, 54-2 p 
Led ſparkling Vour n, and ever-new DELIGHT. 

Soft ſigh the winds, the waters gently roll, 

A purer azure veſts the lucid pole, 


All nature welcom'd in the beauteous train, 


And heav'n and earth ſmil'd conſcious of the ſcene. 30 


' ® There were two Vzsnvsts among the Ancients; one called Pax p- 
MUs, to whom they attributed the love of wild diſorderly pleaſures; the 


other named Ux AN 1a, the patroneſs and inſpirer of friendſhip, knowledge, 
and virtue, | 
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But long ere PArnos roſe, or poet ſung, 
In heav'nly breaſts the ſacred paſſion ſprung : 
The ſame bright flames in raptur'd ſeraphs glow, 
As warm conſenting tempers here below : 
While one attraction mortal, angel, binds, 
Virtue, which forms the aniſon of minds: 
FriENDSHIP her ſoft harmonious touch affords, 
And gently ſtrikes the ſympathetic chords, 
TH' agreeing notes in ſocial meaſures roll, 
And the ſweet concert flows from ſoul to foul. 
By heav'n's enthuſiaſtic impulſe taught, 
What ſhining viſions roſe on PLA To's thought! 
While by the muſes gently-winding flood, *- 
His ſearching fancy trac'd the ſov'reign good. 
The LAUREL'D SISTERS touch'd the vocal lyre, 


And Wisdom's Goppzss led their tuneful choir. 


Beneath the genial PLaTANE's ſpreading ſhade, 
How ſweet the philoſophic muſic play d 


Thro? all the grove, along the flow'ry ſhore 
The charming ſounds reſponſive echoes bore. 


35 


40 


45 


50 


* ILyssus, A river near ATuzns, dedicated to the Muſes, On the 
banks of this river, under a Platane, Pr aro lays the ſcene of fome of 


his dialogues on love and beauty. 


* 
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Here, from the cares of vulgar life refin'd, 
Immortal pleaſures open'd on his mind : 


In gay fucceſſion to his raviſh'd eyes 


The animating pow'rs of BEAur v riſe; 


On ev'ry object round, above, below, 

Quick to the ſight her vivid colours glow : 

Yet, not tomatter's ſhadowy forms confin'd, 

The Fair and Goop he ſought remain'd behind : 
Till gradual riſing thro* the boundleſs whole, 

He view'd the blooming graces of the ſoul ; 50 
Where, to the beam of intellectual day, 

The genuine charms of MORAL BE AUT play: 

With pleaſing force the ſtrong attractions move 


Each finer ſenſe, and tune it into love. 
DID BOS DID DDS DD => 
TO. TRE SAME. 


APR II. the gth. 


5 TTE L may this morn with faireſt luſtre rife, 
And find thee ſtill more happy and more wiſe : 
The ſmiling year with ſome new pleaſure crown ; 


And add ſome virtue to the paſt unknown ; 


, 
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E'en that, whoſe future progreſs ſhall deface ; Fl 
The tranſient pride of each external grace, 

Survey the ſoul more beauteous, young, and gay, 

And chearful to the lateſt natal day, 

Which gilds the ruins of declining age, 

And lights it ſafely to it's fartheſt ſtage. 10 


Where roſes bluſh, and Oft-wing'd Zephyrs play, 
Thro' P.zasURE's walks if YouTH unbounded ſtray, 
Enjoy each product of the verna>hour, | 
Seize ev'ry green, and rifle ev'ry flow'r; 

Tho? with each ſmiling hue the garland bloom, 15 
And fortune add her variegated plume, 
How ſoon, alas! the gay fantaſtic wreath 

Muſt wither on the pallid brow of DEATH 

It's languid ſweets in mournful duſt be laid, 


And all it's unreviving colours fade ! 20 


Thus the falſe forms of vanity deſcend, 
And in the gloom of long oblivion end: 
Unreal phantoms, empty, void of pow'r, 
Borne on the fleeting pinions of an hour ! 
Deſert in death the diſappointed mind, 25 


Nor leave a trace of happineſs behind! 
C 
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O bleſt with talents fitted to obtain 
What wild unthinking folly ſeeks in vain, 
To whom, peculiarly indulgent, heav'n 
The nobleſt means of happineſs has giv'n, 30 
From joys unfixt, that in poſſeſſion die, 
From FaLsHooD's path, my dear NARc Iss A, fly. 
See faith with ſteady light direct the road 
That leads unerring to the ſov'reign Go op: 
See virtue's hand immortal joys beſtow, : J5 
'That ever new in fair ſucceſſion blow, 
Nor dread, ſecure of undecaying bloom, 
The ineffectual winter of the tomb. 


Such ſure rewards the happy choice attend 
Form'd on our nature's origin and end. 40 
Pure from th' eternal fource of Being came 
That ray divine, that lights the human frame: 
Yet oft, forgetful of it's heav'nly birth, 
It ſinks obſcur'd beneath the weight of earth : 
Mechanic pow'rs retard it's flight, and hence 45 
The ſtorms of PAss 10 N, and the clouds of SEN SE: 
Tis life's great taſk their influence to controul, 
And keep the native ſplendor of the ſoul : 


* 
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From falſe deſires which wild Or ixio & frames; 
From raging FoLLy's inconſiſtent ſchemes, 
To guard it ſafe, by thoſe unerring laws, 

That re-unite it to it's firſt great cauſe. 


To this bright mark may all thy actions tend, 
And heav'n ſucceed the wiſhes of a friend, 
Whoſe faithful love direQs it's tender cares 
Beyord the flight of momentary years : 
Beyond the grave, where vulgar paſſions end, 
To future worlds it's nobler views extend, 
Which ſoon each imperfection muſt remove, 
And ev'ry charm of friendſhip ſhall improve. 
Till then, the muſe eſſays the tuneful art, 

To fix her moral leſſon on thy heart, 
Illume thy ſoul with virtues brighteſt flame, 
And point it to that heav'n from whence it came. 
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Say, dear BETHIA, can thy gentle mind, 

In hurrying crowds a genuine pleaſure find? 

Amidſt thoſe ſcenes the giddy world admires, 

That whim directs, and levity inſpires ? 

Where FoLLY each revolving hour employs 5 
In one mad circle of unſettled joys: 

Her bells ſhe jingles and her tinſel ſpreads, 
To pleaſe deluded hearts, and flutt'ring heads: 

With baubles arm'd, her trifling race are taught, 

To kill that foe to human quiet, Thought. 10 
With vanity's fantaſtic colours gay, | 
In youth's warm ſun the glitt'ring inſeQs play, 

Careleſs how ſoon the wintry blaſt muſt come 

That ſweeps their uſeleſs beings to the tomb. 


Tir'd with unmeaning ſounds and painted ſhows, 15 
Which this vain theatre of life compoſe 
Let peaceful thought to happier ſcenes remove, 
And ſeek the low d retreat of x grove; 
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Where nature ſheds her vernal ſweets around, 
And fancy wanders o'er ELVSTIAN ground. 20 
Ye flow'rs that bright in living colours glow, q 
Ye gales which ſweet o'er op' ning roſes blow, 


Ye lawns enliven'd by the ſolar beam, 


Ye groves that wave o'er contemplation's dream, 


How aptly were your peaceful joys deſign'd 25 
To match the temper of BETH1A's mind, | 
Which here, from cares and buſy crowds remov'd, | 

| 


Enjoy'd the calm retirement that it lov'd. 


But now, no more theſe blooming ſcenes excite ſl 
The finer ſenſe of elegant delight : | 30 | 
The vernal pride of drooping nature fades, 

No more BETHI1A's ſmiles illume the ſhades ; 

No more with muſic's ſoft prevailing art 

The beauteous harmoniſt inchants the heart, 

Nor zephyr wafts along the vocal grove 35 
Such ſounds as liſt'ning angels might approve, | | 


While her prevailing lyre directs our choice 


bo 
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To © long eternity and purer joys.” 


Ah! dear BETHIA, how perverſe the fate 
That drives thee far from this congenial ſtate! 40 
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Why were theſe once tranſporting pleaſures known 
Or why, alas! irreparably flown |! 


Thus the vain impotence of reaſoning pride 
Arraigns the preſent, blind to all beſide. 


Yet heav'n all wiſe, indulgently ſevere, "48 
Which makes our trueſt happineſs it's care, 
Theſe croſs events of varying life deſign'd, 
To prove the latent forces of the mind: 
Let human blifs an equal tenor boaſt, 
And half our nature's excellence is loſt, 50 
V1iRTUE, by fortune lull'd in ſoft repoſe, 
Is wak'd to action by alarming woes: 
When in the beam of fate's unclouded day, 
She walks with PLEASURE, thro? the flow'ry way, 
She only ſhares a weak divided fame, 55 
Our erring ſenſes think their form the ſame; 
O'er ſorcow's night her rays diſtinguiſhed ſhine, 
And heav'n and earth confeſs her charms divine. 


Still may her aid each abſent good ſupply, 
Prompt the bright hope, and check the rifing ſigh: 60 
Tho' now the dark inclement ſeaſons low'r, 


Immortal virtue mocks their feeble pow'r : 
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Secur'd by heav'n, her fair poſſeſſion lies 

Beyond the gloom of ſublunary ſkies. 

There ſmiles the ſpring in endleſs verdure gay, 65 
While K N's flow ry proſpects fade away; 

And all my lov'd BRT RHIA loſes here, | 

The blooming walks of EDEN ſhall repair. 


A DIALOGUE. 


8 AYS Bop to Mixp, 'tis amazing to ſee, 

We're ſo nearly related yet never agree, 

But lead a moſt wrangling ſtrange ſort of a life, 

As great plagues to each other as huſband and wife. 
The fault is all your's, who with flagrant oppreſſion, 5 
Encroach ev'ry day on my lawful poſſeſſion. 

The beſt room in my houſe you have ſeiz'd for your 


own, 
And turn'd the whole tenement quite upſide down, 
While you hourly call in a diſorderly crew 
Of vagabond rogues, who have nothing to do 10 
But to run in and out, hurry ſcurry, and keep 
Such a horrible uproar, I can't get to ſleep. 
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There's my kitchen ſometimes is as empty as ſound, 

I call for my ſervants, not one's to be found : 

They are all ſent out on your ladyſhip's errand, 15 
To fetch ſome more riotous gueſts in, I warrant ! 

And fince things are growing, I ſee, worſe and worſe, 


I'm determin'd to force you to alter your courſe. 


Poor Mix p, who heard all with extreme moderation, 
Thought it now time to ſpeak, and make her allegation. 
"Tis I that, methinks, have moſt cauſe to complain, 
Who am crampt and confin'd, like a ſlave in a chain. 

I did but ſtep out, on ſome weighty affairs, 
To viſit, laſt night, my good friends in the ſtars, 


When, before I was got half as high as the moon, 25 


You diſpatch'd Paix and LAN GuOR to hurry me 


down; 


Hi & Armis they ſeiz'd me, in midſt of my flight, 


And ſhut me in caverns as dark as the night. 


Twas no more, reply'd Bop v, than what you de- 
ſerv'd, | 


While you rambled abroad, I at home was half ſtarv'd: 


*And, unleſs I had cloſely confin'd you in hold, 31 


You had left me to periſh with hunger and cold. 


19 


I've a friend, anſwers Mix p, who, tho' flow, is yet 

ſure, 

And will rid me, at laſt, of your inſolent power: 

Will knock down your mud walls, the whole fabric de- 
moliſh, 35 

And at once your ſtrong holds and my ſlav'ry aboliſh : 

And while in the duſt your dull ruins decay, 

I ſhall ſnap off my chains, and fly freely away. 


. 


DEATH QF MASTER CT EST 


H O W vain the joys that human pride elate, 
Dependent on the ſlighteſt chance of fate! 

Here all the flatt'ring hopes of youthful bloom 
Untimely blaſted, wither in the tomb: 

Grac'd with each merit years like his could boaſt, & 
Too ſoon diſcover'd, as too early loſt : 

Studious by ev'ry pleaſing art to prove, 

Th' endearing tenderneſs of filial love, 

Which guided ſtill by nature's gentleſt voice, 


Prepar'd him for that heav'n he now enjoys. 10 
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Yet let not grief pronounce that doom unjuſt, 
Which lays a parent's faireſt hopes in duſt | 
The lovely object of theſe ſelfiſh tears, 
Felt ev'ry joy of life without it's cares; 
To him the world diſplay'd it's firſt beſt ſight, 15 
And touch'd his infant ſenſes with delight. 
What more, alas ! had added years to give? 
To live for VIRTUE is alone to live. 
And what that VIxR Tux, but with painful art, 
To check the ſtrong emotions of the heart ; 20 
The hydra forms of folly to ſubdue, 
And ſtrive with paſſions, which uz never knew? 
Heav'n, which the doubtful conflict kindly ſpar'd, 
Without the toil, beſtow'd the bright reward : 
Death gently call'd him from his guiltleſs play, 23 
And clos'd his eyes to wake in endleſs day, 
Let grief ſubmit to pow'r all good and wiſe, 
And yield the ſpotleſs victim to the ſkies. 
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UN LIKE the triflers whoſe contracted view 

Ne'er looks beyond a glitt'ring outſide ſhow, 

In this machine with moral eyes ſurvey 

How gliding life ſteals ſilently away, 

And, mindful of it's ſhort determin'd ſpace, 8 
Improve the flying moments, as they paſs. 


See rolling years, with quick diſpatch, decide 
The tranſient date of ſublunary pride : 
See beauty, genius, fortune, fair, ſublime, 


Borne headlong down the rapid ſtream of time; 10 


O'er their fad wrecks, along the fatal ſhore, 
Rapacious death aſſerts his tyrant pow'r ; 
There all their momentary glories fade, 


In dull oblivion's everlaſting ſhade. 


Is all that nature or that art can boaſt, 15 
In undiſtinguiſh'd, final ruin loſt ? 
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Muſt all partake the ſame unalter'd doom, 
The ſport of time, and victims of the tomb? 
One only good ſecure, unchang'd, defies 

The giddy whirl of ſublunary ſkies; 

Which ſee, uninfluenc'd by their wild controul, 


Offspring of heav'n, the undecaying Sour. 


To this unfailing excellence devote 
The morn of reaſon, and the prime of thought. 
Tho? youth and beauty diff*rent taſks perſuade, 


That youth muſt languiſh, and that beauty fade: 


Deſtructive years no graces leave behind, 
But thoſe, which virtue fixes in the mind. 
How vain, the want of real worth to hide, 
Each flatter'd talent's ſuperficial pride! 

It's touch in vain the mimic pencil tries, 
And ſounds harmonious from the lyre ariſe. 
As ſome fair ſtructure, rais'd by ſkilful hand, 
But weakly founded on the ſhaking ſand, 
Securely ſtands, in ſculptur'd foliage gay, 
While vernal airs around it's columns play : | 
But ſoon the rains deſcend, the tempeſts beat, 


And each unſolid ornament defeat : 


20 


25 


30 


35 


6.201] 


The faithleſs baſe betrays it's feeble truſt, 
And all the beauteous trifle ſinks in duſt : 
So ſinks each grace of nature, and of art, 
Unprop'd by ſtrong integrity of heart ! 

Let idle flutt'rers, miſerabl gay, 
In dreſs and trifling waſte 2 uſeleſs day; 
That day, for nobler exerciſes giv'n, 
T' adorn the ſoul for happineſs and heav'n: 
Beyond the triumph of theſe ſhadowy charms, 
Which ev'ry beating pulſe of time alarms, 
To fairer views let thy ambition tend, 


Our nature's glory, and our being's end; 


And ſeek from beauties form'd on virtue's rules, 


Th' applauſe of angels, not the gaze of fools. 


40 
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Wu I L E night. in ſolemn ſhade inveſts the pole, 
And calm reflexion ſoothes. the penſive ſoul; 

While reaſon undiſturb'd aſſerts her ſway, 

And life's deceitful colours fade away : 
To Thee! all-conſcious Preſence ! I devote 5 
This peaceful interval of ſober thought. 

Here all my better faculties confine, 

And be this hour of ſacred ſilence, thine. 


If by the day's illuſive ſcenes miſled, 
My erring ſoul from virtue's path has ſtray'd : 10 
If by example ſnar'd, by paſſion warm'd, | 
Some falſe delight my giddy ſenſe has charm'd, 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove, 
And my beſt hopes are center'd in thy love. 
| Depriv'd of this, can life one joy afford! 15 


It's utmoſt boaſt a vain unmeaning word. 


But ah! how oft” my lawleſs paſſions rove, 
And break thoſe awful precepts I approve! 
Purſue the fatal impulſe I abhor, 
And violate the virtue I adore ! 20 
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Oſt' when thy gracious Spirit's guardian care 
Warn'd my fond ſoul to ſhun the tempting ſnare, 
My ſtubborn will his gentle aid repreſt, 

And check'd the riſing goodneſs in my breaſt, 
Mad with vain hopes, or urg'd by falſe deſires, 
Still'd his ſoft voice, and quench'd his ſacred fires, 


With grief oppreſt, and proſtrate in the duſt, 
Should'ſt thou condemn, I own the ſentence juſt. 
But oh thy ſofter titles let me claim, 

And plead my cauſe by Mzrcy's gentle name. 
Mexcy, that wipes the penitential tear, 

And diſſipates the horrors of deſpair : 

From rig*rous Jus r 1c ſteals the vengeful hour; 
Softens the dreadful attribute of power ; 

Diſarms the wrath of an offended god, 

And ſeals my pardon in a SaviouR's blood. 


All-pow'rful grace, exert thy gentle ſway, 
And teach my rebel paſſions to obey : 
Leſt lurking folly, with inſidious art, 
Regain my volatile inconſtant heart. 
Shall ev'ry high refolve devotion frames, 


Be only lifeleſs ſounds, and ſpecious names? 


— —— —ů— ſD2D»hH x —ů ᷣ ͤB— 


25 


30 


35 


[ 34 ] 
Oh rather while thy hopes and fears controul, 


In this ſtill hour, each motion of my ſoul, 


Secure it's ſafety by a ſudden doom, 45 


And be the ſoft retreat of fleep-my tomb. 


Caln: let me ſlumber in that dark repoſe, 
Till the laſt morn it's orient beam diſcloſe : 


5 Then, when the great archangel's potent ſound, 


Shall echo thro” creation's ample round, 550 
Wak'd from the ſleep of death, with joy ſurvey 
The op'ning ſplendors of eternal day. 


ODES 


WI T H reſtleſs ae toſt, 
And low immers'd in woes, 

When ſha'l my wild diſtemper'd thoughts 
Regain their loſt repoſe ? 


Ecneath the deep oppreifiv2 gloom 
My ) ;zuid fſpirt's fads: 
AG all ths 4ooping pow'rs of life 


Decline io death's cold hade. 
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O Thou! the wretched's ſure retreat, 
. Theſe tort'ring cares controul, 


And with the chearful ſmile of peace, 
Revive my fainting ſoul | 


Did ever thy relenting ear 
The humble plea diſdain ? 
Or when did plaintive mis'ry ſigh, 
* And ſupplicate in vain? 
Oppreſt with grief and ſhame, gifſoly'd 


In penitential tears, 


Thy goodneſs calms our reſtleſs doubts, 


And diſſipates our fears. 


New life, from thy refreſhing grace 
Our ſinking hearts receive 
Thy gentle, beſt lov'd attribute 


To pity and forgive. 


From that bleſt ſource propitious HoPz 
Appears ſerenely bright, 
And ſheds her ſoft diffuſive beam 
O'er ſorrow's diſmal night. 
D 
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Diſpers'd by her ſuperior force, 
'The ſullen ſhades retire, 
And op'ning gleams of new-born joy 
The conſcious ſoul inſpire. 


My griefs confeſs her vital pow'r, 
And bleſs the friendly ray ; 

Fair PHosPHo to the ſmiling morn 
Of everlaſting day. 


WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT IN A THUNDER STORM. 


To * * 444 


L E T coward guilt, with pallid fear, 
To ſhelt'ring caverns fly, 

And juſtly dread the vengeful fate, 
That thunders thro” the ſky. 


ProteQed by that hand, whoſe law 
The threat*ning ſtorms obey, 
Intrepid virtue ſmiles ſecure, 


As in the blaze of day. 
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In the thick cloud's tremendous gloom 
The light'ning's turid glare, 
It views the ſame all- gracious power, 
That breathes the vernat air. 


Thro' nature's ever varying ſcene; 
By diff*rent ways purſu'd, 

The one eternal end of heav'n 
Is univerſal good. 


The ſame unchanging mercy rules 
When flaming =ther glows, ; 
As when it tunes the linnet's voice, 

Or bluſhes in the rofe. 


By reaſon taught to ſcorn thoſe feats 
That vulgar minds moleſt : 
Let no fantaſtic terrors break 
My dear NARCISs “s reſl. 


Thy life may all the tend'reſt care 
Of providence defend; 
And delegated angels round 
Their guardian wings extend. 
D 2 
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When, thro' creation's vaſt expanſe, 
The laſt dread thunders roll, 

Untune the concord of the ſpheres, 
And ſhake the riſing ſoul, 


Unmov'd may'ſt thou the final ſtorm 
Of jarring worlds ſurvey, 

That uſhers in the glad ſerene 
Of everlaſting day. 


WRITTEN EXTEMPORE ON THE SEA-SHORE. 


Tn OU reſtleſs fluctuating deep, 
Expreſſive of the human mind, 

In thy for- ever- varying form, 
My own inconſtant ſelf I find. 


How ſoft now flow thy peaceful waves, 
In juſt gradations to the ſhore, 

While on thy brow, unclouded ſhines 
The regent of the midnight hour! 
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Bleſt emblem of that equal ſtate, 
Which I this moment feel within: 
Where thought to thought ſucceeding rolls, 
And all is placid and ſerene. 


As o'er thy ſmoothly flowing tide, 

Their light the trembling moon-beams dart, 
My lov'd Eupocia's image ſmiles, 

And gayly brightens all my heart. 


But ah! this flatt'ring ſcene of peace, 
By neither can be long poſſeſt, 

When Eurvus breaks thy tranſient calm, 
And riſing ſorrows ſhake my breaſt. 


Obſcur'd thy Cx THIA“s ſilver ray 
When clouds oppoſing intervene: 

And ev'ry joy that friendſhip gives 
Shall fade beneath the gloom of ſpleen. 
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DESIGN OF CUTTING DOWN A SHADY WALK. 


I N plaintive notes, that tun'd to woe 
The ſadly ſighing breeze, 


A weeping Hamadryad mourn'd 


Her fate-devoted trees. 


Ah! ſtop thy ſacrilegious hand, 
Nor violate the ſhade, 

Where nature form'd a filent haunt 
For contemplation's aid. 


Canſt thou, the ſon of ſcience, train'd 
Where learned Is1s flows, 

Forget, that nurs'd in ſhelt'ring groves 
The GRECIAN genius roſe. 


Beneath the PL AT ANx's ſpreading branch, 
Immortal PLaTo taught: 

And fair LY EUA form'd the depth 
Of ARIsrorrz's thought. 
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To LAriAx groves reflect thy view, 
And bleſs the Tus c an gloom, 
Where ELaqQueENCe deplor'd the fate 
Of Liberty and Rome. 


Within the BEECHEN ſhade retir'd, 
From each inſpiring bough 

The muſes wove unfading wreaths, 
To circle VI R GIL's brow. 


Reflect, before the fatal ax | 
My threatened doom has wrought : 
Nor ſacrifice to ſenſual taſte, 
The nobler growth of thought. 


Not all the glowing fruits, that bluſh 
on Ixviv's ſunny coaſt, 
Can recompenſe thee for the worth 
Of one idea loſt. 


My ſhade a produce may ſupply, 
Unknown to ſolar fire : 
And what excludes ArOoLLo's rays, 
Shall harmonize his lyre. 
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FROM MISS * 


E LIZ A bids me boldly try 
To pluck the laurel bough, 
And with unfading garlands deck 


My unambitious brow. 


When friendſhip's voice thus ſoothing calls 
Thro' vanity to ſtray, | 

The? conſcious of the raſh attempt, 
I readily obey. 


With ſteps by her injunQions wing'd, 

I ſeek th' immortal grove ; 

Leſs.prompted by deſire of fame, 
Than fond complying love. 


Th' offended laurel ſeem'd to ſhrink, 
As trembling I drew near: 
The vocal leaves theſe ſounds convey'd 


To my attentive ear: 
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4 Raſh ſpoiler, ceaſe; nor let thy hand 
« My ſacred branch profane: 

“ 'Theſe honours to the wiſe belong, 
“ Not to the weak and vain.” 


TO MISS * *, 


IN ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING. 


L E T not ungentle Dayane's ſcorn 
Thy riſing hopes reſtrain: 
ArOLLo, pow'r of wit and verſe, 


Her favour ſued i in vain, 


Tho? rude at firſt, the ſacred branch 
Of honour ſhe denies, 

Repeated efforts ſhall prevail, | 
And gain the beauteous prize. 


That beauteous prize the patient toils 
Of PERSEVERANCE claim: 

Whoſe hand alone muſt weave the wreath 
Of undecaying fame, 
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Far from the downy bed of ſloth 
The tuneful ſiſters fly: | 
Whoſe ſoul-refining arts, each grace. 


Of poliſh'd life ſupply. 


At gay AuroRa's early call 
Their pleaſing labours riſe: _..., 
Nor ceaſe when VESPER'SA ſilent : beam 1 
Illumes the weſtern ſkies. | 
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At firſt, thro” paths perplex'd and rude | 15 of 


Their trembling vot'ries tread : 
But ſoon confeſs the tedious way, 
And ev'ry toil, repaid MY | 
When ſafe, beyond the ſtorms of life, 
Before their raviſh'd eyes, 
The fair poetic land of joy 
In ſmiling proſpe@ lies. 


There vernal airs eternal play, 
To mortal climes unknown : 
And flow'rs in living colours glow 
Beneath a brighter ſun. | 
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There forms, that never ſtruck the ſenſe 
Of vulgar ſight, appear : 

And muſic breathes, that neyer charm'd 
'The dull untutor'd ear. 


No puzzling ſchemes of low-born care 
Diſtract the peaceful mind, 

Whoſe thoughts are by the gentle pow'rs 
Of harmony refin d. 


No longer, then, the faithful voice 
Of ſoothing friendſhip blame: 

But follow, where the muſes lead, 
To happineſs and fame. | 


TO MISS **+*=# +#,. 
FROM HER GUARDIAN ANGEL. 


Fs OM climes, where one eternal ſpring 
Emblooms the verdant year, 

See, watchful o'er his beauteous charge, 
Thy guardian pow'r appear. 


[ 46 ] 


Thy infant hours, ſo heav'n ordain'd, 
Engag*d my tender care : 

And ſtill unwearied I attend, 
To point the hidden ſnare. 


O liſten to my faithful voice, 
Which, mov'd by ſacred truth, 

From fading joys to real good, 
Shall guide thy careleſs youth. 


Seek not from charms of mortal birth 
To purchaſe empty fame: 

With early wiſdom learn to trace 
Thy Being's nobler aim. 


While ſighing crowds of rival youths 
Their idle homage pay, 

Refle& how ſoon the tranſient reign 
Of beauty muſt decay. 


By nature's unrelenting law 

Is fixt it's certain date : 
Nor flatt'ry's unavailing breath, 

Can change eternal fate. 


En 


Amidſt the frolic ſports of youth, 
Some laſting charm engage, 


To gild the ſolitary gloom 
Of unadmir'd old age. 


To Time's inexorable pow'r 
Has heav'n's decree conſign'd, 

All but the undecaying bloom 
Of fair, immortal Minp. 


While vanity's fantaſtic ſchemes 
The gay coquet employ, 

Let virtue's nobler ſtudy form 
My ETHELINDA's joy. 


For folly's tranſports of an hour, , 
And low-deſigning art, | 
Be reaſon's ſober pleaſures thine, 
And innocence of heart. 


Tho? charms thus modeſt and retir d JI 


Attra& no coxcomb's ſight, 
Applauding angels own their worth, 
And view them with delight. 
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SO NETTO PROEMIALE 
DEL ABATE METASTASIO: 


> OGN |, e favoie io fingo, e pure in carte 
Mentre favole e ſogni orno e diſegno, | 

In lor, folle ch' io ſon? prendo tal parte 
Che del mal ch' inventai, piango e mi ſdegno. 


Ma forſe ch? allor che non m'inganna Parte 
Pit ſaggio io ſono; è Pagitato ingegno 

Forſe allor più tranquillo? o forſe parte 

+ Da pitt ſalda cagion l' amor, lo ſdegno ? 


Ah che non ſol quello ch io canto, e ſcrivo 
Favole ſon ; ma quanto temo o ſpero 


Tutto E menzogna : e delirando io vivo 
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TRANSLATED. 


FaBLES and dreams my ſportive genius feigns : 
Vet dreams and fables while I range with art, 
Caught by their magic force, to ſerious pains 
TH inventive head betrays the ſimple heart: 
Imagin'd woes with real grief I mourn, 


Imagin'd wrongs reſent with real ſcorn. 


Yet, when by Fancy's influence unconfin'd, 
Does W1sDom give my throbbing boſom laws? 
Do calmer thoughts compoſe my ruffled mind ? 


Springs love or anger from a better cauſe ? 


Ah! not alone the Musk's gay deceit 

Is empty fable, but my hopes and fears: 
This buſy ſcene is one perpetual cheat, 

One wild delirium all my fruitleſs years! 


[ 30 J 


Sogno della mea vita è il corſo intero 
Deh tu ſignor, quando a deſtarmi arri vo, 


Fa ch' io trovi ripoſo in ſen del vero. 


E 
DEL ABATE METAST ASIO. 


I. 


E C CO quel fiero iſtante 

Nice, mia Nice addio ! 

Come viv'ro ben mio 

Cos lontan da te ? 

Io vivro ſempre in pene, 

Io non avrò pm bene, 

E tu, chi fa ſe mi | 

Ti ſovverrai di me? 
II. 

Soffri, ch* in Traccio almeno 

Di mia perduta pace, . 

Venga il penſier ſeguace | 


SuP orme del tuo pie : 
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An idle dream is all I a& or ſpeak, 
The cares of age, the vivid ſtarts of youth : 
Thou! when from folly's fev'riſn ſleep I wake, 
Great God | compoſe me in the arms of truth! 


TRANSLATED. 
I; 


A H Drrix! ſee the fatal hour, 
Farewel my ſoul's delight ! 

But how ſhall wretched Damon live, 
Thus baniſh'd from thy ſight ? 

To my fond heart no rival joy 
Supplies the loſs of thee : 

But who can tell if thou, my dear, 


Wilt e'er remember me? 


II. 
Vet, while my reſtleſs wand' r! 7 onglits 
Purſue their loſt repoſe, 
Unwearied may they trace the path 


Where'er my DELIA goes. 
. 


F 


Sempre nel tuo camino, - 

Sempre m' avrai vicino. 

E tu, &c. | 
III. 


Io fra romite ſponde, 
Meſto volgendo i paſſi, 


Andro chiedendo a i ſaſſt, 


La ninfa mia dov' « ? 

"Dal un aP altra Aurora. 
I' andrò chiamando ognora. 
E tu, &. 


IVY. 
To rivedrò ſovente, 
Le amene ſpiagge, o Nice, 
Ove vivea felice, 
Quando vivea con te. 
A mi ſaran tormenta, 
Cento memorie e cento 
| E tu, &c. 


— 
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For ever DAMON ſhall be there, ” | 
Attendant on thy way, 
But who can tell, &c. 


III. 9988 
Alone thro unfrequented wilds, 1 


I 2 


* 
oF 


With penſive ſteps I rove ; 

I aſk the rocks, I aſk the ſtreams, 
Where dwells my abſent lore? 
The filent eve, the roſy morn, 
My conſtant ſearch ſurvey ; 

But who can tell, &c. 


Iv. | 
Oft I review the ſmiling ſcene, 15 
Each fav'rite brook aich wee, 
Where gayly paſt the happy hours, 
Thoſe hours I paſt with thee. | | 
What painful, foud m2morials rife 
From ev'ry place I ſee ! 


'Eut who, &c. 
E. 
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„ . 
Quanti vedrai, giungendo 
Al nuovo tuo ſoggiorno, 

 Qyanti venirti intorno, 

Ad offrirti amor e fè: . 
Ah Dio l che ſa, fra tanti 
Tenere Omaggi e pianti, 
Ah Dio! che ſa ſe mai 
Ti ſovverrai di me? 

IVE 
Penſa qual dolce ſtrale, 
Cara, mi laſci in ſeno: 
Penſa ch ama fileno, 
Senza ſperar merce. 
Penſa, mia Nice, a queſto 
Barbaro adio funeſto, 
Penſa —— ah chi a ſe mai 
Ti ſovyerrai di mel 


1 1 
V. 

How many rival vot'ries ſoon 
Their ſoft addreſs ſhall move, 
Surround thee in thy new abode, 

And tempt thy ſoul to love 
Ah, who can tell, while fighing crouds 

Their tender homage pay, 
Ah, who can tell, if thou, my dear, 

Wilt then remember me ! 


VI. 


Think, DrLIA, with how deep a wound, 
The ſweetly· painful dart, 
Which thy remembrance leaves behind, 
Has pierc'd a hopeleſs heart. 
Think on this fatal, ſad adieu, 
That ſevers me from the _ 
Think — ah who knows, if thou, my love, 
Wilt ever think on me! 


—_— 
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TO MIS 


. 


Wu ILE this gay toy attracts * ſight, 
Thy reaſon let it warn; 

And ſeize, my dear, that rapid time 
That never muſt return. 


If idly loſt, no art or care 


The bleſſing can reſt6re : 
And heav'n exaQts a ſtrict account 
For ev'ry miſ-ſpent hour. 


Short is our longeſt day of life, 
And ſoon it's proſpects end: 
Yet, on that day's uncertain date 

Eternal years depend. 


Vet equal to our being”s aim 
The ſpace to virtue giv'n : 
And ev'ry minute well improv'd 


Secures an age in heav'n. 


0 


{ o }: 


To ** * * * 


Wr LL did my dear MrxTILLA's pray'r, 
To guardian heav*n's protecting care 
Her wand'ring friend commit ; 
| Whoſe ſteps by faithleſs eyes miſled, 
Bewilder'd in the dubious ſhade, 
The well-known path-way quit. 


What could I do? perplex'd, alone, 

In vain the conſtellations ſhone, 
Too weak to mark my way: 

No guide the choral pleiads gave, 

And beauteous ſmil'd the ſtar of eve 
With ineffectual ray. 


*Tis dreary ſolitude around : 
To chear my hopes no village ſound, | 
No taper thro' the trees: | 
The diſtant waters murm'ring roll, 
Dire ſung the lamentable owl, 
And faintly ſigh'd the breeze. 
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But ſoon, in diff ' rent notes, too near, 


Diſcordant voices ſtun my ear, 
With formidable roar; 
The lawleſs crew of revelling ſin, 
Their midnight orgies now begin, 
To Baccnvs' frantic pow'r. 


Yet, tho? by fear confus'd and loſt, 
My path'no ſon of riot croſt, 
Unhurt I paſs the gloom : 
Unconſcious where, or how I fled, * 
By watchful Providence convey'd, 
I gain my wiſh'd-for home. 


In life's long journey as we tend, 

The ſame all-gracious pow'r defend, 
And lead us ſafely thro'! 

Protect when threat'ning fears aſſail, 

And where the lights of reaſon fail, 
A ſurer guide beſtow |! 


Whether in flow'ry paths we ſtray, 
Or labour thro' a gloomy way 


L 


Perplexing and unev's: | 
Thro' paſſions ſnare, and error's night, 
Conduct our falt'ring ſteps-aright 


To reach their native heav'n! 


\>>0 


TO 9 69 


\ } HIL E ſoft thro' water, earth, and air 
The vernal ſpirits rove, 
From noiſy joys, and giddy crowds, 


To rural ſcenes remove. 


The mountain ſnows are all diffolv'd, 
And huſh'd the bluſt'ring gale : 

While fragant zephyrs gently breathe, 
Along the flow'ry vale. 


The circling planets conſtant rounds _ 
The wintry waſtes repair : | 
And till, from temporary death, 
Renew the verdant year. 


= 
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But ah! when once our tranſient bloom, 


Ihe ſpring of life, is o'er, 
That roſy ſeaſon takes it's flight, 


And muſt return no more. 


Yet judge by reaſon's ſober rules, 


From falſe opinion free, 
And mark how little, pilf'ring years 


Can ſteal from you, or me. 


Each moral pleafure of the heart, 
Each laſting charm of truth, 
Depends not on the giddy aid 
Of wild, inconſtant youth. 


The vain coquet, whoſe empty pride 
A fading face ſupplies, 
May juſtly dread the wintry gloom, 

Where all it's glory dies. 


Leave ſuch a ruin to deplore, 
To fading forms confin'd : 
Nor age, nor wrinkles diſcompoſe 


One teature of the mind. 
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Amidſt the univerſal change 
Unconſcious of decay, 


It views unmov'd, the ſcythe of time 


Sweep all beſides away. 


Fixt on it's own eternal frame, 
Eternal are it's joys: 

While, borne on tranſitory wings, 
Each mortal pleaſure flies. 


While ev'ry ſhort-liv'd flower of ſenſe 
Deſtructive years conſume, | 
Throꝰ friendſhip's fair enchanting walks 

Unfading myrtles bloom. 


J Nor with the narrow bounds of time, 
The beauteous proſpect ends, 


But lengthen'd thro? the vale of death, 
To paradiſe extends. 1 
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TO THE RE v. DR. CARTER. 


Cauſa fuit pater his 


Ho R. 


Tn O U by whoſe fondneſs, and paternal care, 


Diſtinguiſh'd bleſſings glad my chearful days, 


While firſt my thoughts indulgent heav'n revere, 


Receive the ſecond tribute of my praiſe. 


Thy hand my infant mind to ſcience form'd, 
And gently led it thro? the thorny road: 
With love of wiſdom, and of virtue warm'd, 


And turn'd, from idle toys, to real good. 


O gift beyond ambition's giddy aim, 
Superior to the envy'd blaze of wealth, 

The loudeſt triumphs of applauding fame, 

And ev'ry joy of idly laviſh'd health! 


Whate'er the tuneful muſe, or penſive ſage 
To fancy warbled, or to reaſon ſhow'd, 
The treaſur'd ſtores of each enlighten'd age, 

My ſtudious ſearch to thy direction ow'd, 


C1 
Ne'er did thy voice aſſume a maſter's pow'r, 
Nor force afſent to what thy precepts taught ; 


But bid my independent ſpirit ſoar, 
In all the freedom of unfetter'd thought. 


Nor e'er by blind conſtraint and ſervile awe, 
Compell'd to a& a cold external part : 
But fixt my duties by that ſacred law, 


That rules the ſecret movements of the heart. 


Bleſt Law or LinBERTY! with gentle lead 
To regulate our erring nature giv'n, 
And vindicate from laviſh human dread, 


The unreſerv'd obedience due to heav'n. 


Still be that ſacred law my faithfül guide, 
Conduct my actions, and my ſoul engage: 

Then ev'ry generous care, thy youth apply'd, 
Shall form the comfort of declining age. 


L 4 1 


WRITTEN AT AN ORATORIO. 


Y E pow*rs of harmony, whoſe gentle aid 
Could once the fineſt ſenſe of joy excite, 

Where now is all your vital influence fled ! 

Where vaniſh'd ev'ry elegant delight! 


| Me better fits in unfrequented waſtes, 

| | To ſooth each tender -ſentiment of woe, 
Where, in ſad concert ſigh the wintry blaſts, 
And dying ſtreams in plaintive numbers flow. 


Or, lonely wand”ring o'er the dewy plain, 


ll By penſive CyNnTH14's melancholy light, 


Tu fly from muſic's ineffectual ſtrain, 
Attentive to the wailing bird of night. 


To me how taſteleſs ev'ry ſcene of joy, 
| , 
The vacant heart by happy impulſe feels 


While mine, which thoughts of genuine grief employ, 
From chearful crowds, to drear retirement Reals. 
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There, hapleſs coward! in the doubtful rife 
My fainting pow'rs each active function leave; 
I droop beneath the dull fatigue of life, 
And wiſh the peaceful refuge of the grave. 


? 


Impatient wiſh ! Mall ſuff rers of an hour, 
With impious voice ungratefully complain, 
Forgetful that the gracious hand of pow'r, 
With happy ages pays the tranſient pain 


* 


To ***#*+4+ 


: T HE midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles, 
| O'er nature's ſoft repoſe ; | | 
No low'ring cloud obſcures the ſky, 
Nor ruffling tempeſt blows. 


Now ev'ry paſſion finks to reſt, , 
The throbbing heart lies ſtill, 

And varying ſchemes of life no more 
Diftra@ the lab'ring will. 


> 1 ¶ CO — py 
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1 ſilence huſh'd, to reaſon's voice 
Attends each mental pow'r : 
Come, dear EMILIA, and enjoy am 


Reflexion's fav*rite hour. 


10. 
Come: while the peaceful ſcene inMtes, 
_ Let's ſearch this ample round ; 


Where ſhall the lovely fleeting form 
Of HApPINESS be found? 


Does it amidſt the frolic mirth 
Of gay aſſemblies dwell ? 
Or hide beneath the ſolemn gloom, 
That ſbades the hertnit's cell s 


How oft the laughing ho of j joy 
| R ſick'ning heart conceals | s 
And thro? the cloiſter's deep receſs, 


Invading ſorrow ſteals ! 


. Eo 4 


In oa thro? beauty, fortune, wit, 
+ WICLn: 


The fugitive we trace: Sarg 


It dwells not in the faithleſs ſmile, is: 
9 brightens CLov1o's face. 


. / 
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Perhaps the joy to theſe deny'd, 
The heart in friendſhip finds : 
Ah! dear deluſion! gay conceit 
Of viſionary minds! 


Howe'er our varying notions rove, 
Yet all agree in one, 

To place it's being in ſome ſtate, ' 
At diſtance from our own. 


O blind to each indulgent aim, 
Of pow'r ſupremely wiſe, 
Who fancy happineſs in aught 
The hand of heav'n denies ! 


Vain is alike the joy we ſeek, 
And vain what we poſſeſs, 
Unleſs harmonious reaſon tunes 


The paſſions into peace. 


To temper'd wiſhes, juſt deſires, 
Is happineſs confin'd, 

And, deaf to folly's call, attends 
The muſic of the mind. 


F 


T O MRS. SACS D 


OCCASIONED BY 


THE SIGHT OF SOME VERSES ADDRESSED TO **+ #, 


Or R theſe ſoft lines the drooping GRACES ſigh, 
And injur'd Lo vx his roſy chaplet tears: 

The uſeleſs luſtre fades in BEauTY's eye, 
And Gzn1vs, while it frames the verſe, deſpairs. 


Were theſe the patient ſuff*rer's only boaſt, 
How deep the ruin ! how ſevere the ſmart ! 

When all, that charms the world beſide, is loſt 
On taſteleſs DAM ox's cold, unfeeling heart. 


Yet tho' from theſe the faithleſs rover flies, 
On ſurer aids her better hopes depend; 

While fickle human paſſions fall and riſe, 
Secure of fixing oNE unfailing friend, 


Acquaint thyſelf with Him, and be at peace, 
To his attentive ear thy griefs confide : 

His tender care each throbbing pain ſhall eaſe, 

His arm ſuſtain thee, and his counſel guide. 
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No cold neglect the faithful heart repays, 
Whoſe ſtedfaſt aim ſolicits n1s regard: 

Each wiſh for merit, each attempt to pleaſe 
He views, and his approviag ſrailes reward. 


'Thro? ev'ry changing ſcene his conſtant love 
Alike ſhall make it's happy object bleſt: 
Shall ev'ry joy of active life improve, 
And ſooth it's lateſt agonies to reſt. 


When youth and beauty deck that form no more, 
And time, at length, fhall claim what long it ſpares, 
His vital ſmile ſhall ev'ry charm reſtore, 
And bid them bloom thro? everlaſting years. 


*Till then the hope, by Damon's vows betray'd, 
And wand'ring long on paſſion's ſtormy ſeas, 
By H1s unerring guidance ſafely led, 
Shall fix her anchor on the rock of peace, 
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To *#+#% +4 * 


Hundt ovya wer Torlog, oſoi q Nl. 
THEO c. 


H OW ſweet the calm of this ſequeſter'd ſhore, 
Where ebbing waters muſically roll : 
And ſolitude, and filent eve reſtore 

'The philoſophic temper of the ſoul. 


'The ſighing gale, whoſe murmurs lull to reſt 
The buſy tumult of declining day, 

To ſympathetic quiet ſoothes the breaſt, 

And ev'ry wild emotion dies away. 


Farewel the objects of diurnal care, 

Your taſk be ended with the ſetting ſun: 

Let all be undiſturb'd vacation here, 

While o'er yon wave aſcends the peaceful moon. 


What beauteous viſions o'er the ſoften'd heart, 
In this ſtill moment all their charms diffuſe ! 
Serener joys, and brighter hopes impart, \ 


And chear the ſoul with more than mortal views. 
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Here, faithful mem'ry wakens all her pow'rs, 
She bids her fair ideal forms aſcend, 

And quick to ev'ry gladden'd thought reſtores 
The ſocial virtue, and the abſent friend, 


Come, Mv $IDORA, come, and with me ſhare 
The ſober pleaſures of this ſolemn ſcene, 

While no rude tempeſt clouds the ruffled air, 
But all, like thee, is ſmiling and ſerene. 


| Conte, while the cool, the ſolitary hours 

Fach fooliſh care, and giddy wiſh controul, 

With all thy ſoft perſuaſion's wonted pow'rs, 
Beyond the ſtars tranſport my liſtening ſoul. 


Oft, when on earth detain'd by empty ſhow, 
Thy voice has taught the trifler how to riſe ; 
Taught her to look with ſcorn on things below, 
And ſeek her better portion in the ſkies. 


* 


Come: and the ſacred eloquence repeat: 
The world ſhall vaniſh at it's gentle ſound, 


Angelic forms ſhall viſit this retreat, 


And op*ning heav'n diffuſe it's glories round. 
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T o * 44 , 


Quid quiſque vitet, nunguam bomini ſatis 
Cautum eft in Horas 
improviſa Leti 


Vis rapuit, rapietque gentes. 


H o R, - 


A H! why with reſtleſs, anxious ſearch explore, 
Thro' diſtant realms the progreſs of diſeaſe ? 

In ev'ry clime, with like deſtructive pow'r 
The hand of DEATH his hapleſs prey ſhall ſeize, 


Not more remote where genial ſuns ariſe, 

And healthful airs o'er fragrant bloſſoms play, 

Than where the putrid vapour blaſts the ſkies, 
And ſpreads infection o'er the lurid day. 


Where ſprightly youth, and blooming beauty ſport, 
HE joins the chorus, and partakes the ſhoxy ; 
And where the graces and the loves reſort, 


Amidſt their roſes, twines his cypreſs bough. 
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The bowl he ſnatches from ungovern'd joy, 
Where riot calls, a quick, rapacious gueſt: 

And, ſlowly- ſure, his lurking arts deſtroy 
The ſolitary hermit's frugal feaſt. 


To what bleſt realm can trembling fear retire, 
Unconſcious of his univerſal ſway ? | | 

Then why with anxious fruitleſs ſearch enquire 
Who firſt, or laſt, muſt fall his deſtin'd prey? 


Yes : one bleſt realm ſhall grant a ſafe retreat, 
One faithful guide the L1vinG Way ſupply : 
To his direction let the ſoul ſubmit, | 
And calmly yield to DEATH whate'er can die. 


TO M RB. $29, 


W HERE are thoſe hours, on roſy pinions borne, 
Which brought to ev'ry guiltleſs wiſh ſucceſs ? 
When pleaſure gladden'd each returning morn, 
And ev'ry ev'ning clos'd in calms of peace. 
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How ſmil'd each object, when by friendſhip led, 
Thro* flow'ry paths we wander*d unconfin'd : 

Enjoy'd each airy hill, or ſolemn ſhade, 

And left the buſtling empty world behind. 


With philoſophic, ſocial ſenſe ſurvey'd, * 
The noon- day ſky in brighter colours ſhone : 
And ſofter o'er the dewy landſcape play'd 
T he peaceful radiance of the ſilent moon. 


Thoſe hours are vaniſh'd with the changing year, 
And dark DECEMBER clouds the ſummer ſcene ; 
Perhaps, alas ! for ever vaniſh'd here, 
No more to bleſs diſtinguiſh'd life again. 


| Yet not like thoſe by thoughtleſs folly drown'd, 

In blank oblivion's ſullen, ſtagnant deep, 

Where, never more to paſs their fated bound, 
The ruins of neglected Being fleep. 


But laſting traces mark the happier hours, 
Which active zeal in life's great taſk employs ;' 
Which ſcience from the waſte-of time ſecures, 


Or various fancy gratefully enjoys. 


„ 


l 


O ſtill be ours to each improvement giv'n, 
Which friendſhip doubſy to the heart endears : 

'Thoſe hours, when baniſh'd hence, ſhall fly to heav* n, | 
And claim the promiſe of eternal years. 


TO THE EARL OF BATH. 


B RIGHT are the beams meridian ſuns diffuſe, | 


Yet drooping nature mourns their force ſevere, 


** 


And hails the gentle fall of ev'ning dews, 
Whoſe cooling drops the wither'd world repair. 


Bright is our mortal Being's noon-tide ſtate, 

The glowing breaſt when new-born ſpirits fire, 
When vaſt deſigns th' aſpiring ſoul elate, 

And fair atchievements ev'ry wiſh inſpire. 


While unrelax'd the ſprings of action play, 
And gay ſucceſs on raptur'd fancy ſmiles, 
She bids all dangers and all doubts give way, 


To crown the hero's, or the ſtateſman's toils, 


Ser * 
# 
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Untaught what croſs events the wiſe confound, 


How time and chance the boaſt of pow'r deride, 


Exulting hope o'erleaps the fated bound, 
By imperfection fixt to human pride. 


Subdu'd at length beneath laborious life, 
With paſſion ſtruggling, and by care depreſt, 
In peaceful Ac E, that ends the various ſtrife, 
The harraſs'd virtues gladly fink to reft. 


Yet not in ſſow ry date reclin d, 
They waſte the important gift of ſober hours: 
To ev'ry ſtate has heav'n it's taſk aflign'd, 

To ev'ry taſk aſſign'd it's needful pow'rs. 


Within the fur'ral cypreſs awful gloom, 
Shall pleaſure her fantaſtic garlands wreathe ? 
Shall giddy mirth profane the neighb'ring tomb, 
And folly riot in the vale of death ? 


For better purpoſes, to favour'd man 

Is length of days, tremendous bleſſing ! giv'n ; 
To regulate our life's diforder'd plan, 

And purify the blemiſh'd foul for heav'n. 
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For oft, alas! amidſt our faireſt aim, 
The buſy paſſions mix their fatal art, 


Perplex defective virtue's genuine ſcheme, 
And flyly warp the unſuſpecting heart. 


Oft too, by inconſiſtent crouds miſled, 

Our devious ſteps thro* winding mazes ſtray: 
How few the ſimple path of duty tread, 

And ſtedfaſt keep their heav'n-direQted way ! 


With calm ſeverity, unpaſſion'd age 
DeteQts the ſpecious fallacies of youth: 
Reviews the motives, which no more engage, 
And weighs each action in the ſcale of truth, 


The ſoul no more on mortal good relies, 
But nobler objects urge her hopes and fears, 

And, ſick of folly, views no tempting prize 
Beneath the radiant circle of the ſtars. 


How bleſt, who thus by added years improv'd, _ 
With cautious ſteps their lengthen'd journey tread ! 

And, from the taſk of ſultry life remov'd, : 
Converſe with N it's ev'ning ſhade, 
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Such, gracious heav'n! be PuLTENEY's ſetting day, 
And chearful peace it's various labours cloſe: 
May no dark cloud obſcure it's ſoften'd ray, 
; Nor ruffling tempeſt ſhake it's calm repoſe. 


Amidſt the waſte of years, preſerve intire, 
The undecaying ſpirit's nobler part, 
The vivid ſpark of intellectual fire, 
And all the gentler graces of the heart. 


When late he ſinks beneath the common doom, 
May facred hope attend his parting breath : 

My virtue gild his paſſage to the tomb, 
Ani How'rfal fatth diſarm the dart of death, 
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ODE TO MELANCHOLY. 
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C OME, MzLancnory ! filent pow'r, 
Companion of my lonely hour, / 
To ſober thought confin'd : 
Thou ſweetly-ſad ideal gueſt, 
In all thy ſoothing charms confeſt, 
Indulge my penſive mind. 


No longer wildly hurried thro” 

The tides of mirth, that/ Fol! aud om 
In folly's noiſy ſtream : 

1 from'the buſy crout retire, 


To court the oblects that inſpire | 
Thy philcſophic dream, 
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Thro' yon dark grove of mournful yews 
With ſolitary ſteps J muſe, 

By thy direction led: 
Here, cold to pleaſure's tempting forms, 
Conſociate with my ſiſter- worms, 

And mingle with the dead. 


Ye midnight horrors ! awful gloom ! 
Ye ſilent regions of the tomb, 

My future peaceful bed : 
Here ſhall my weary eyes be clos'd, 
And ev'ry ſorrow lie repos d 

In death's refreſhing ſhade. 


Ye pale inhabitants of night, 
Before my intellectual ſight - 
In ſolemn pomp aſcend : 
O tell how trifling now appears 
The train of idle hopes and fears 
That varying life attend. 


Ye faithleſs idols of our ſenſe, 
Here own how vain your fond pretence, 
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Ye empty names of joy 
Your tranſient forms like ſhadows paſs, 


Frail offspring of the magic glaſs, 
Before the mental eye. 


The dazzling colours, falſely bright, 

Attract the gazing vulgar ſight 
With ſuperficial ſtate: 

Throꝰ reaſon's clearer opties view'd, 


How ſtript of all it's pomp, how rude . 


Appears the painted cheat ! 


Can wild ambition's tyrant pow'r, 
Or ill-got wealth's ſuperfluous ſtore, 
The dread of death controul ? 
Can pleafure's more bewitching charms 
Avert, or ſooth the dire alarms 
That ſhake the parting ſoul ? 


ReLicion | ere the hand of fata 
Shall make reflexion plead too late, 


| 


| * 
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My erring ſenſes teach, 
Amidſt the flatt'ring hopes of youth, 
To meditate the folemn truth, 
Theſe awful relics preach. 


Thy penetrating beams diſperſe 
The miſt of error, whence our fears 
Derive their fatal ſpring: 
*Tis thine the trembling heart to warm, 
And ſoften to an angel form | 
The pale terrific king. 


When ſunk by guilt in fad deſpair, 
REPENTANCE breathes her humble pray'r, 
And owns thy threat'nings juſt : 
Tay voice the ſhudd'ring ſuppliant chears, 
With Mxxcy calms her tort'ring fears, 
And lifts her from the duſt. 


Sublim'd by thee, the ſoul aſpires 
Beyond the range of low deſires, 


- 


\ 


bs 
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In nobler views elate: 
Unmov'd her deſtin'd change ſurveys, 
And, arm'd by faith, intrepid pays 
The univerſal debt. 


In death's ſoft lumber lull'd to reſt, 
She ſleeps, by ſmiling viſions bleſt, 
That gently whiſper peace: 
Till the laſt morn's fair op'ning ray 
Unfolds the bright eternal day 
Of active life and bliſs. 


DISD eCoo ode @ K dd ©<G oc eo S ea eo 
1 ns 
8 AY, dear EMIL IA, what untry'd delight 
Has earth, or air, or ocean to beſtow, 


That.checks thy active ſpirit's nobler flight, 
Ang bounds it's narrow view to ſcenes below ? 


Is Lax ty ten ? let it not depend 
On fluttꝰ ting pulſes, and a fleeting breath: 
In ſad deſpair the fruitleſs wiſki muſt end, 


That ſeeks it in the gloomy range of Dran 
V 
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This world, deceitful idol of thy ſoul, 
Is all devoted to his tyrant pow'r: 
To form his prey the genial planets roll, 
To ſpeed his conqueſts flies the rapid hour. 


This verdant earth, theſe fair ſurrounding ſkies, 
Are all the triumphs of his waſteful reign : 
is but to ſet, the brighteſt ſuns ariſe ; 


"Tis but to wither, blooms the flow'ry plain. 


"Tis but to die, mortality was born ; 
Nor ſtruggling folly breaks the dread decree : 
Then ceaſe the common deſtiny io mourn, 
Nor wiſh thy nature's law revers'd for thee. 


'The ſun that ſets, again ſhall gild the ſkies ; 
The faded plain reviving flow'rs ſhall grace : 

But hopeleſs fall, no more on earth to rie, 
The tranſitory forms of human race. 


No more on earth: but ſee beyond the gloom, 
Where the ſhort reign of time and death expires, 
Victorious cer the ravage of the tomb, 
Smiles the fair object of thy fond defires. 
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The ſeed of L ir E, below, imperfe& lies, 
To virtue's hand it's cultivation giv n: | 
Form'd by her care, the beauteous plant ſhall riſe, 
And flouriſh with unfading bloom in heav'n. 


dl T O WISDOM. 
Taz ſolitary bird of night 5 
Throꝰ the pale ſhades. now wings his flight, 

And quits the time-ſhook tow'r; 
Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philoſophic gloom he lay | 
Beneath his ivy bow'r. 


With joy/4- hear the ſolemn ſound, 
Which midnight echoes waft around, 
And ſighing gales repeat. 
Fav'rite of PaLLas ! J attend, 
And faithful to thy ſummons, bend 


At wiſdom's awful ſeat. 
G 2 
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She loves the cool, the ſilent eve, 
Where no falſe ſhows of life deceive,- - | 
Beneath the lunar ray: 
Here folly drops each vain Aue, 


Nor ſport her gayly-colour'd dyes, 
As in the glare of day. 


O PaLLA's I queen of every art 

“That glads the ſenſe, or mends the heart,” 
Bleſt ſource of purer joys : 

In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 

'That captivates the mental ſight 
With pleaſure and ſurprize l 


To thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow, 

Aſſiſt thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow, 
That breathes no wild deſires :- - 

But taught by thy unerring rules, 

To ſhun the fruitleſs wiſh of fools. 
To nobler views aſpires. 
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Not Foxrvuxx's gem, AMBITION's plume, 
Nor CyTHEREA'S fading bloom, 
Be objects of my pray'r: 
Let av'rice, vanity, and pride, 
Theſe glitt'ring envy'd toys, divide 
The dull rewards of care. 


To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart 
By ſtudious thought refin'd : 
For wealth, the ſmiles of glad content, 
For pow'r, it's.ampleſt, beſt extent, 
An empire o'er my mind. 


When fortune drops her gay-parade, 
When pleaſure's tranſient roſes fade, 

And wither. in the tomb; 
Unchang'd is thy immortal prize, 
Thy ever-yerdant laurels riſe 


In uadecaying bloom. 
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By thee protected, I defy. 

The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtppid lie 
Of ignorance and ſpite : 

Alike contemn the leaden fool, 

And all the pointed ridicule 

Of undiſcerning wit. 


From envy, hurry, noiſe, and flrife, 
'The dull impertinence of life, 

In thy retreat I reſt : 
Purſue thee to the peaceful groves, 
Where PLaTo's ſacred ſpirit roves, 


In all thy graces dreſt. 


He bade I,yssus? tuneful ſtream 
Convey thy philoſophic theme 

Of perfect, fair, and good: 
Attentive ATHENs caught the ſound, 
And all her liſt'ning ſons around, 


In awful ſilence ſtood. 


* 
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Reclaim'd, her wild licentious yonth 

Confeſt the potent voice of truth, 
And felt it's juft controul : 

The paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, 

And virtue's ſoft pegſuaſive charms 
O'er all their ſenſes ſtole. 


Thy breath inſpires the poet's ſong, 
The patriot's free, unbiaſs'd tongue, 
The hero's gen'rous ſtrife : 
Thine are retirement's filent joys, 
And all the ſweet endearing ties 

Of ſtill, domeſtic life. 


No more to fabled names confin'd, 
To Thee! ſupreme, all- perfect Mind, 
My thoughts direct their flight : 
* WispoMm's thy gift, and all her force 
From Thee deriv'd, unchanging ſource 
Of intellectual light! 


* See St. James i, 5. & 17. 
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O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray, 

To regulate my doubtful way, 
Throꝰ life's perplexing road: 

The miſts of error to controul, 

And thro it's gloom direct mi; ſoul 
To happineſs and good. 


Beneath her clear diſcerning eye, 
The viſionary ſhadows fly 
Of folly's painted ſhow : 
She ſees, thro? ev'ry fair diſguiſe, 
That all, but VirTue's ſolid joys, 
Is vanity and woe. 


TO MISS SUTTON. 


I 763. 


* 
H E IR of immortal Being ! whence that ſigh | 
O'er tranſient life's probationary woes? 


Why droops that ſpirit form'd to ſeek the ſky, 
Not idly languiſh in a long repoſe ? 
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Why wanders faacy turo' the cypteſs gloom, 
Where boding ravens ct oak the dirge of night? 
DireCt it's view to EDuN's living bloom, 


The ſong of ſeraphs, and the realms of light. 


Tho' now a toiling tenant of the duſt, 
See | heav'n it's fair inheritance diſplays : 
And warm with gen'rous hope and filial truſt, 
Exalt thy foul to joy, thy voice to praiſe. 


He claims this tribute, whoſe paternal care 
Inceſſant watches o'er our helpleſs frame, 

And bids the changing ſcenes of lite prepare 
Our riſing nature to a nobler aim. 


Mixt with our woes, what objects of delight 
Our fated taſk with kind indulgence cheer} 

With beauty's endleſs forms NE ſtrikes the ſight, 
And glads with harmony the raviſh'd ear. 


HE gives the ſoul-enliv'ning pow'rs that rove 
Thro? the wide range of nature and of art; 


And ſooths, by ev'ry charm of ſocial love, 


The ſympathetic feelings of the heart, 
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Oft when the phantoms of deluſive good 
With ſoft ſeduction round our ſenſes play, 
Hz bids affliction lift her chaſt' ning rod, 
And drive their unſubſtantial forms away. 


By mercy prompted, his correcting hand 
Inflicts the ſtroke of ſalutary pain, 

To check tyrannic paſſion's wild demand, 
And free our reaſon from it's {laviſh chain. 


Our folly tutor'd, and ſubdued our pride, 

Hrs healing ſmiles our griefs and feais controul: 
And gently, thro the paths of duty, guide 

The duQtile temper of the ſoften'd ſoul. 


From death's deep vale, ſad refuge of deſpair, 
My Is ABELLA ! raiſe thy drooping flight: 
Nor faint beneath *the taſk allotted here, 
While FaiTH and HoPE to happier ſcenes invite. 


Our nature's conflict with an inborn foe, 
Paternal goodneſs views with pitying eyes: 

Virtue, a trembling penitent below, 

Exults a joyful victor in the ſkies. 
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Ah! truſt, for future good) that gracious pow'r, 
Whoſe various gifts our mortal Being bleſs ; 

Nor doubt, his mercy, at the laſt dread hour, 
Shall ſhed the ſmiles of pardon, and of peace. 


% 0, 0 0 
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Ys S, weak humanity! thy tender tear 
Sheds it's ſoft grief o'er ISABELLA's urn, 
Laments the poliſh'd ſenſe, the heart ſincere, 


The ſocial charm which never muſt return. 


Ah! why with fond regret, that fate lament 
Which ſhe ſo oft as heav'n's beſt gift implor'd? 

Her morn of youth in joyleſs languor ſpent, 
What better hope could added years afford? 


In vain did virtue guide, and fortune ſmile, 
The weight of life hung heavy on her breaſt ; 
Her fainting ſpirit ſunk beneath it's toil, 
And ſigh'd impatient for the hour of reſt, 


- 


{ 94 ] 
That hour is come: ere yet her ſun declin'd, 
The welcome ſhades of death it's labours cloſe, 
Contract the date to human woes aſſign'd, 
And call the weary mourner to repoſe. 


Farewel, my much-lov'd friend! releas'd from pain, 
Poſſeſs the quiet of thy wiſh'd abode : 

There ſleep, till He, who“ died and roſe again,” 
To joy ſhall wake thee © with the trump of God.” 
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TO MRS. VES E X. 


1766. | 
OIL ENT and cool the dews of ev'ning fall, 


Huſh'd is the vernal muſic of the groves, 
From yon thick boughs the birds of darkneſs call, 


And mark the walk that contemplation loves. 


In ſhapeleſs grandeur thro? the dubious ſhade, 
That GoTni1c ſtructure riſes unconfin'd ; 


Imagination feels a ſacred dread, ' 


And awes to ſober thought th' aſtoniſh'd mind. 
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Succeſſive ſeaſons as they roll, ſurvey 
Still unimpair'd theſe ſolid columns ſtand, 

While cold and ſenſeleſs moulder, in decay, 
The limbs which rais'd them, and the head which 
| plann'd. 


Not for themſelves the toiling artiſts build, 
Not for himſelf contrives the ſtudious ſage : 
To diſtant views by myſtic force compell'd, 


All give the PRESENT to the FUTURE age. 


Beneath the ſhelter of this reverend pile 
The various ſchemes of buſy care repoſe : 
O'er the dark tombs, along each peopled iſle, 


The moon's pale beam a faint reflexion throws, 


Here DzAaTH his melancholy pomp diſplays, 
And all his terrors ſtrike on fancy's eye : 


Te fancy's ear each hollow gale conveys, 


In chilling ſounds, the laſt expiring ſigh. 


* Quid ſpeRans, nifi etiam poſtera ſœcula ad ſe pertinere, Cic Tuſc, 
Queſt, L. te 
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Mute is each ſyren paſſion's faithleſs ſong, 
Check'd and ſuſpended by the ſolemn ſcene : 

Mute the wild clamours of the giddy throng, 
And only heard the © till ſmall voice” within. 


AmsITION ſick*ning views the laurePd buſt, 
The weak reward for years of rival ſtrife : 
While PLEASURE's garland withering in the duſt, 
Confutes the gayer hope of frolic life. 


While folly dictates, and while reaſon ſcorns 
The vain regrets of diſappointed art, 

Ev*n virtue ſighs, while poor ArrEcTION mourns 
The blaſted comforts of the deſert heart. 


Yet check that impious thought, my gentle friend, 
Which bounds our proſpects by our fleeting breath, 
Which hopeleſs ſees unfiniſh'd life deſcend, 
And ever bars the priſon gates of death. 


Ah! what is friendſhip, if at once disjoin'd 
The ſympathetic tie unites no more? 

Ah! what is virtue, if below confin'd ? 
The fruitleſs ſtruggle of a toilſome hour | 
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To perfect good, thro* each progreſſive ſlage, 
The pow'rs of intellectual Being tend, 

Nor raging elements, nor waſting age 

Shall e'er defeat their heav'n- appointed end. 


To perfect joy, from pain and chance ſecure, 

The ſighing heart ſprings upward from the duſt, 

Where ſafe from ſuff*ring, and from frailty pure, 
Unite the ſocial ſpirits of the juſt. 


O'er the ſad relics of our mortal clay 
No more let fancy ſink, in hopeleſs grief; 
But rais'd by faith to happier views, ſurvey 


The blooming forms of renovated life. 


To nature reſcu'd from corruption's pow'r, 
The glad archangel lifts his awful voice : 


He ſwears that time and change ſhall be no more ; 
Hear, earth and heav'n! and, earth and heav'n, re- 


joice ! 
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TD THE 


HON. THOMAS DAWSON, 


ATAT. 2, 173. 


8 w EE T innocence ! whoſe infant heart 
With op'ning life ſecurely plays, 

May eaſe and ſprightly health conſpire 
To crown thy firſt and faireſt days. 


Too ſoon, by haſt'ning time led on 
To years of folly, years of care, 
With fond regret, ſhalt thou recall 
Thy guiltleſs ſmiles and joys ſincere. 


Thy eaſy path, now ſtrown with flow'rs, 
Shall ſoon become a winding way, 

Where error ſpreads it's dark*ning miſt, 
And dang'rous paſſions wildly ſtray. 


Ah ! then may heav'n's directing aid 
Conduct thee thro' the mazy road, 

Where duty's ſteady hand has traced 
'The narrow line of human good. 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HON. LADY DARTREY, 


O ar by ev'ry pow'r of tuneful art, 
To touch the fineſt feelings of the heart, 
And lend to virtue all the charmy of ſong: 


When in the dack abode, where ſilence reigns, 

That ear, which hears thee now, ſhall hear no more, 
Shall thy lov'd muſic in pathetie ſtrains, | 

The friend it charm'd in life, in death deplore? 


Yes: when from ev'ry buſy ſcene retir'd, 

Amidft the folemn twilight's dubious rays; 2 
Thy thoughts by peaceful ſolitude inſpir'd, 

Recall the phantoms of departed days: 


When to thy ſoften'd foul my form appears, 
By fond affection view'd in fancy's dream, 
Thy gentle voice, in ſweetly plaintive airs, 


Shall to the lyre accord it's tender theme. 
H 
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If then thy friend, each dreaded fault forgiv*n,, 
Above all mortal cares, 'all mortal aims, 
In glad ſecurity enjoys that heav'n, 4 
Which trembling PENITENCE from mercy claims ; 


| Perhaps ev'n then, above yon ſtarry ſphere, 
Thy ſong a blameleſs tranſport ſhall impart, 
Soft witneſs to the friendſhip onee ſo'dear, 
By faithful mem*ry graven on thy heart. 


Touch'd by the ſorrows, which from virtue flow, | 
The purer ſpirit might to earth incline; 

To angels point that worth it lov'd below, 
And own it's union with a ſoul like thine. - 


TO MRS. MONTAGU, 


N O more, my friend, purſue a diſtant theme, 
While nearer objects call reflexion home; 

Farewell the vivid fire, the deep-laid ſcheme 

Of poliſh'd ATHENs and imperial Rome. 
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By fancy led thro” many a BRITISH age, 

O'er WixToN's melancholy walks we'll tray : 
Where, once ſo buſy on this mortal ſtage, 

The wearied actors cloſe their ſhort-liv'd play. 


Over the pale ſleepers wave the wings of night, 1 
And ſolemn ſilence guards their long repoſe: 

May no rude clamour, or detecting light, 
Diſturb this laſt retreat of human woes ! 


May never more return that impious age, 
When dire rebellion ſcourg'd our guilty iſle, 

When civil diſcord, and fanatic rage, 
Profan'd the ſhelter of this reverend pile. * 


The mad enthuſiaſt ſacks the ſacred dome, 
He rends the trophy from the hero's buſt : 

Nor weeping angels o'er the veſtal's tomb 
From inſult ſhield the violated . duſt. 


Sepulchral darkneſs felt a painful ray, 

And ſilence, waken'd by the trumpet, fled : 

While wanton outrage, to the frighted day, 
Unveil'd the mould'ring horrors of the dead. 


* Many of the tombs in WincnzsTzx cathedral were defaced by 
Crxomweli's ſoldiers, 
H 2 
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Barbarian, ſtop ! theſe kindred atoms claim 
The feeling heart, the ſympathetic tear : 
Stop ! and bethink thee of a brother's name, 
Nor mock the weakneſs, thou muſt quickly ſhare. 


Ah, gracious God ! when erring man has paid 
The laſt ſad forfeit of our guilty race, 

Thy goodneſs bids earth's parent boſom ſhade 
Our nature's ruin, and our form's diſgrace. 


From fin, dark principle of death, refin'd, 

This ranſom'd duſt ſhall one day quit the tomb, 
And riſe, fit partner to the ſpotleſs mind, 
In new-born glory, and unfading bloom. 


While penſive wand'ring o'er this equal ſcene, 
Where blended ſleep the humble and the great, 
Let wiſdom whiſper to our ſouls, how vain 
The ſhort diſtinctions of our mortal ſtate. 


From yon fair ſhrine, where letter'd WyxEn am refts, 
(It's Goruic beanties finiſh'd from his plan) 
A warning voice to high, to low atteſts, 


The ſacred truth, that MANNERS MAKE THE 
MAN.“ 


WILLIAM of WyxEzRAAu's motto, 
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To death is deſtin'd all we ſeek below, 


Except what virtue fixes for our own : 
While the vain flouriſh of external ſhow 
Ends in the blazon'd hearſe, and ſculptur'd tone. 


All wealth is poor, unleſs with gen'rous fkill 
The lib'ral hand it's truſted gift impart : 
All pow'r is weak, but that which curbs the will, 

All ſcience vain, but that which mends the heart. 


O bleſt with ev'ry talent, ev'ry grace, 
Which native fire, or happy art ſupplies, 
How ſhort a period, how confin'd a ſpace, 
Maſt bound thy ſhining courſe below the ſkies | 


For wider glories, for immortal fame, 

Were all thoſe talents, all thoſe graces giv'n: 
And may thy life purſue that nobleſt aim, 

The final plaudit of approving heav'n. 
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INSCRIPTION 


ON 


LADY ANN DAWSON'S MONUMENT, 


Sacred to the memory _ 
Of the Right Hon. Lady Ann Dawſon, 
Sixth daughter of Thomas Farmor, earl of Pomfret, 
By Henrietta-Louiſa Jeffreys his wife. 
With all the external advantages 
That contribute to form a ſhining diſtinction on earth, 
She conſtantly praQis'd, in their ſublimeſt excellence, 
All thoſe evangelical duties 
Which improve, and adorn the ſoul for heaven. 
A more particular deſcription of her exalted virtues, 
To ſuch as were ſtrangers to them 
Would appear extravagant, 
While all who were witneſs to them, 


Would feel it to be defective. 
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May thoſe virtues remain fixed in the remembrance, 
: And imitated in the lives 
Of her ſurviving friends ! 
To the world they can never be completely known 
Till that awful day, 
When, in the ſight of men and angels, 


They will be proclaim'd and rewarded. 


Of her two children, 
Richard-Thomas ſurvives her. 
Henrietta-Ann, who lived long enough 
To juſtify all the faireſt hopes of a mother, 
By her death afforded a triumphant exerciſe 
To the reſignation of a chriſtian. 


Ob. March 1, 1769. 


In a grateful and affeQionate ſenſe 
Of the bleſſing he enjoy'd in ſuch a wife, 
This Monument is raiſed 
By the Right Hon. Thomas Dawſon, Lord Dartrey. 


THE 
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Oraę ax Aeg 855. . 
Homes. 


To rus RAMBLER. 


S IR, 


I HAD lately a very extraordinary dream, which 
made ſo ſtrong an impreſſion on me, that I remember 
it every word: and if you are not better employed, 
you may read the relation of it, as follows. 


Methought I was in the midſt of a very agreeable 
ſet of company, and extremely delighted in attend- 
ing to a lively converſation; when on a fudden 1 
perceived one of the moſt ſhocking figures, 1magt- 
nation can frame, advancing towards me. She way 
dreſſed in black: her ſkin was contracted into a 
thouſand wrinkles, her eyes deep ſunk in her head, 
and her complexion pale and livid as the counte- 
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nance of death. Her looks were filled with terror 


and unrelenting ſeverity; and her hands were 
armed with whips and ſcorpions. As ſoon as ſhe 
came near, with a horrid frown, and a voice that 
chilled my very blood, ſhe bade me follow her: I 
obeyed; and ſhe led me through rugged paths beſet 
with briars and thorns, mto a deep ſolitary valley. 
Wherever ſhe paſt, the fading verdure withered be- 
neath her ſteps : her peſtilential breath infected the 
air with malignant vapours, obſcured the luſtre of 
the ſun, and involved the fair face of heaven in 
an univerſal gloom. Diſmal howlings reſounded 
through the foreſt: from every baleful tree the 
night raven uttered his dreadful note; and the 
whole proſpe& was filled with deſolation and hor- 
ror. In the midſt of this tremendous ſcene, my 
execrable guide addreſſed me in the following man- 
ner: 


6“ Retire with me, O raſh unthinking mortal, 
© from the vain allurements of a deceitful world; 
*& and learn, that pleaſure was not deſigned the 
portion of human life. Man was born to mourn, 
© and to be wretched. This is the condition of 
« all below the ſtars, and whoever endeavours to 
© oppoſe it, acts in contradiction to the will of 
* heaven. Fly then from the fatal enchantments 
* of youth and ſocial delight: and here conſecrate 
* thy ſolitary hours to lamentation and woe. Mi- 
% ſery is the duty of all ſublunary Beings; and eye- 
ce ry enjoyment is an offence to the deity, who is 
* to be worſhipped only by the mortification of 
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e every ſenſe of pleaſure, and by the everlaſting exer- 
* ciſe of ſighs and tears.“ 


This melancholy picture of life quite ſunk my ſpi- 
rits, and ſeemed to annihilate every principle of joy 
within me. I threw myſelf beneath a blaſted yew, 
where the winds blew cold and diſmal round my 
head, and dreadful apprehenſions chilled my heart. 
Here I reſolved to lie till the hand of death, which I 
impatiently invoked, ſhould put an end to the miſe- 
ries of a life ſo deplorably wretched. In this ſad ſitu- 
ation, I ſpied on one hand of me, a deep muddy ri- 
ver, whole heavy waves rolled on, in flow ſullen 
murmurs. Here I determined to. plunge ; and was 
juſt upon the brink, when I found myſelf ſuddenly 
drawn back: I turned about and was ſurpriſed by the 
ſight of the moſt lovely object I had ever beheld. 
The moſt engaging charms of youth and beauty ap- 
peared in all her form: effulgent glories ſparkled in 
her eyes, and their awful ſplendors were ſoftened by 
the gentleſt looks of compaſſion and peace. At her 
approach the frightful ſpectre, who had before tor- 
mented me, vaniſhed away, and with her all the hor- 
rors which ſhe had cauſed, The gloomy clouds 
brightened into chearful ſunſhine ; the groves reco- 
vered their verdure, and the whole region looked 
gay and blooming as the garden of Epxn. I was 
quite tranſported at this unexpected change, and re- 
viving pleaſure began to gladden my thoughts: when, 
with a look of inexpreſſible ſweetneſs, my deliverer 
thus uttered her divine inſtructions. 


L wo 1 
My name is RELICITI ON. I am the offspring of 
*« TR UT H, and the parent of BENEVOLENCE, Horx, 
* and Joy. That monſter, from whoſe power I have 
& freed you, is called SurERSTITION. She is the 
child of DisCONTENT, and her followers are 
* FEAR and SORROW. Thus different as we are, 
* the has often the inſolence to aſſume my name and 
character, and ſeduces unhappy mortals to think us 
ce the fame, till ſhe, at length, drives them to the 
* borders of deſpair; that dreadful abyſs, into which 
* you were juſt going to ſink. 


Lock round, and ſurvey the various beauties of 
this globe, which heaven has deſtined for the ſeat of 
„the human race, and conſider, whether a world thus 
* exquiſitely framed, could be meant for the abode of 
© miſery and pain! For what end has the laviſh hand 
* of Providence diffuſed ſuch innumerable objects of 
„delight, but that all might rejoice in the privilege 
& of exiſtence, and be filled with gratitude to the be- 
* neficent author of it? Thus to enjoy the bleſſings 
„he has ſent, is virtue and obedience ; and to reje& 
them, merely as the means of pleaſure, is pitiable ig- 
<< norance, or abſurd perverſeneſs. Infinite goodneſs 
* is the ſource of created exiſtence. The proper ten- 
+." .* gency of every rational Being, from the higheſt or- 
* Yer of raptured ſeraphs to the meaneſt rank of men, 
«js to rife inceſſantly from lower degrees of hap- 
4 pineſs to higher; and each have faculties aſſigned 

them for various orders of delight.“ | 
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„% What,” cried. I,“ is this the language of Rx- 
* L1610N? Does ſhe lead her votaries through 
e flowery paths, and bid them paſs an unlaborious life 
** of gay amuſement? Where are the painful toils of 
ce virtue? The mortifications of penitents, and the 
& ſelf· denying exerciſes of ſaints and heroes? Are 
ce theſe only the gloomy conceits of viſionary devo- 
ce tees? Are there no difficulties to be encountered? 
No reſtraints to be endured? Does the whole of 
« human duty conſiſt in the chearful enjoyment of a 
e beautiful world, and a conſtant indulgence of the 
* ſoft tranſports of pleaſure ?” 


«© Not ſuch a kind of pleaſure,” anſwered ſne, as 
* ariſes from the thoughtleſs gaiety of a uſeleſs lite. 
The enjoyments of a reaſonable Being cannot con- 
& fiſt in unbounded indulgence, or luxurious eaſe ; in 
* the tumult of licentious paſſion, the languot of 
“ indolent repoſe, or the flutter of light amuſements. 
« Yielding to immoral pleaſures corrupts the mind; 
„ living to animal and trifling ones, debaſes it; both, 
in their degree, diſqualify it for it's genuine good, 
* and conſign it over to wretchedneſs. Whoever 
* would be really happy, muſt make the diligent and 
regular exerciſe of his ſuperior powers his chief at- 
* tention, adoring the perfections of his maker, ex- 
5 preſſing good-will to his fellow-creatures, and cul- 
„ tivating inward rectitude. To his lower faculties 
ce he muſt allow ſuch gratifications as will, by refreſn- 
“ing him, invigorate his nobler purſuits. In the 
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* regions inliabited by angelic natures, unmingled feli. 
« city for ever blooms : joy flows there with a perpe- 
ce tual and unbounded ſtream ; nor needs there any 
* mound to check it's courſe. Beings conſcious of a 
c frame of mind originally diſeaſed, as all the human 
« race has reaſon to be, muſt uſe the regimen of a 
« ſtriter ſelf-government. Whoever has been guilty 
e of voluntary exceſſes, muſt patiently ſubmit both 
e to the painful workings of nature, and needful ſeve- 
« rities of medicine, in order to his cure. Still he is 
* intitled to a moderate ſhare of whatever alleviating 
* accommodations this fair manſon of his merciful 
«© parent affords, conſiſtent with his recovery; and, in 
«© proportion as this recovery advances, the livelieſt 
joy will ſpring from his ſecret ſenſe of an amended 
<« and improving -heart.—So far from the horrors of 
* deſpair is the condition even of the guilty.—Shud- 
eder, poor mortal, at the thought of that gulph into 
e which thou waſt going to plunge. 


« While the more faulty have every encourage- 
* ment to amend, the more innocent ſoul will be ſup- 
ported with ſtill ſweeter conſolations, under all it's 
experience of human infirmities: ſupported by the 
„ gladdening aſſurances, that every fincere endeavour 
ce to out-grow them ſhall be aſſiſted, accepted, and re- 
% warded. To ſuch a one, the lowlieſt ſelf-abaſe- 
ment is but a deep-laid foundation for the moſt 
© elevated hopes: ſince they, who faithfully exa- 
** mine, and acknowledge what they are, ſhall be 
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* enabled, under my conduct, to become what they 
cc deſire. The chriſtian and the hero arginſeparable ; 
C and to the aſpirings of unaſſuming truſt, and. filial 
* confidence, are fet no bounds. To him, who is 
&« animated with a view of obtaining approbation 
from the ſovereign of the univerſe, no difficulty is 
6 unſurmountable. Secure in this purſuit of every 
s needful aid, his conflict with the ſevereſt pains and 
&« trials, is little more than the vigorous exerciſe of a 
„ mind in health. His patient dependence on that 
Providence, which looks through all eternity, his. 
* ſilent reſignation, his ready accommodation of his 
e thoughts and behaviour to it's inſcrutable ways, is 
< at once the moſt excellent ſort of ſelf-denial, and 
a ſource of the moſt - exalted tranſports. Society 
* is the true ſphere of human virtue. In ſocial ac- 
ce tive life, difficulties will perpetually occur; reſ- 
© traints of many kinds will be neceſſary : and itudy- 
© ing to behave right in reſpect of theſe, is a diſci- 
e pline of the human heart uſeful to others, and im- 
*« proving to itſelf. Suffering is no duty, but where 
eit is neceſſary to avoid guilt, or to do good; nor is 
* pleaſure a crime, but where it ſtrengthens the in- 
ce fluence of bad inclinations, or leſſens the generous 
* aQivity of virtue. The happineſs allotted to man 
in his preſent ſtate, is indeed faint and low, compar- 
ed with his immortal proſpects and noble capacities: 
e but yet, whatever portion of it the diſtributing hand 
c of heaven offers to each individual, is a needful ſup- 
port and refreſhment for the preſent moment, ſo far 
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ec regions inhabited by angelic natures; unmingled feli- 
« city for ever blooms : joy flows there with a perpe- 
ce tual and unbounded ſtream ; nor needs there any 
* mound to check it's courſe. Beings conſcious of a 
c frame of mind originally diſeaſed, as all the human 
e race has reaſon to be, muſt uſe the regimen of a 
ce ſtricter ſelf-government. Whoever has been guilty 
e of voluntary exceſſes, muſt patiently ſubmit both 
e to the painful workings of nature, and needful ſeve- 
« rities of medicine, in order to his cure. Still he is 
* intitled to a moderate ſhare of whatever alleviating 
* accommodations this fair manſion of his merciful 
parent affords, conſiſtent with his recovery; and, in 
* proportion as this recovery advances, the livelieſt 
„joy will ſpring from his ſecret ſenſe of an amended 
ce and improving heart.— So far from the horrors of 
* deſpair is the condition even of the guilty.—Shud- 
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„While the more faulty have every encourage- 
* ment to amend, the more innocent ſoul will be ſup- 
ported with ſtil] ſweeter conſolations, under all it's 
experience of human infirmities: ſupported by the 
* gladdening aſſurances, that every ſincere endeavour 
© to out-grow them ſhall be aſſiſted, accepted, and re- 
% warded. To ſuch a one, the lowlieſt ſelf- abaſe- 
ment is but a deep-laid foundation for the moſt 
© elevated hopes: ſince they, who faithfully exa- 
** mine, and acknowledge what they are, ſhall be 
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* enabled, under my conduct, to become what they | 
cc deſire. The chriſtian and the hero arg inſeparable ; 
e and to the aſpirings of unaſſuming truſt, and. filial 
* confidence, are fet no bounds. To him, who is 
&« animated with a view of obtaining approbation 
* from the ſovereign of the univerſe, no difficulty is 
e unſurmountable. Secure in this purſuit of every 
s needful aid, his conflit with the ſevereſt pains and 
e trials, is little more than the vigorous exerciſe of a 
„ mind in health. His patient dependence on that 
% Providence, which looks through all eternity, his. 
* ſilent reſignation, his ready accommodation of his 
© thoughts and behaviour to it's inſcrutable ways, is 
< at once the moſt excellent ſort of ſelf-denial, and 
a ſource of the moſt exalted tranſports. Society 
is the true ſphere of human virtue. In ſocial ac- 
ce tive life, difficulties will perpetually occur; reſ- 
er traints of many kinds will be neceſſary: and itudy- 
© ing to behave right in reſpect of theſe, is a diſci- 
e pline of the human heart uſeful to others, and im- 
* proving to itſelf. Suffering is no duty, but where 
eit is neceſſary to avoid guilt, or to do good; nor is 
* pleaſure a crime, but where it ſtrengthens the in- 
e fluence of bad inclinations, or leſſens the generous 
* aQivity of virtue. The happineſs allotted to man 
in his preſent ſtate, is indeed faint and low, compar- 
* ed with his immortal proſpects and noble capacities: 
& but yet, whatever portion of it the diſtributing hand 
of heaven offers to each individual, is a needful ſup- 
port and refreſhment for the preſent moment, ſo far 
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« 25 it may not hinder the attainment of his final 
<« deſtination, 


c Return then, with me, from continual miſery, to 
* moderate enjoyment, and grateful alacrity. Return 
from the contracted views of ſolitude, to the pro- 
& per duties of a relative and dependent Being. Re- 
* ligion is not confined to cells and cloſets, nor reſ- 
& trained to ſullen retirement: theſe are the gloomy 
* doctrines of ſuperſtition, by which ſhe endeavours 
eto break thoſe chains of benevolence and ſocial af- 
cc fection, that link the welfare of every particular 
&© with that of the whole. Remember, that the great- 
. * eſt honour you can pay to the author of your Be- 
ing, is by ſuch a chearful behaviour, as diſcovers a 
* mind ſatisfied with his diſpenſations.“ 


Here my preceptreſs pauſed: and I was going to 
expreſs my acknowledgments for her diſcourſe, when 
a ring of bells from the neighbouring village, and a 
new-riſen fun darting his beams through my windows, 
awaked me. | 


s + 
RA M XY 
NUMBER CC 


To THE RAMBLER. 


S I R, 


As very many well-diſpoſed perſons, by the una- 
voidable neceſſity of their affairs, are ſo unfortunate 
as to be totally buried in the country, where they 
labour under the moſt deplorable ignorance of what 
is tranſacting among the polite part of mankind, I 
cannot help thinking but that, as a public writer, you 
ſhould take the caſe of theſe truly-compaſſionable ob- 
jects under your conſideration. 


Theſe unhappy languiſhers in obſcurity, ſhould be 
furniſhed with ſuch accounts of the employments of 
people of the world, as may engage them, in their 
ſeveral remote corners, to a laudable imitation: or, 
at leaſt, ſo far inform and prepare them, that if, by 
any joyful change of ſituation, they ſhould be ſudden- 
ly tranſported into the gay ſcene, they may not gape, 
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and wonder, and ſtare, and be utterly at a loſs how to 
behave, and make a proper appearance im it. 


It is inconceivable how much the welfare of all the 
country towns in the kingdom might be promoted, if 
you would uſe your charitable endeavours to raiſe in 
them a noble emulation of the manners and cuſtoms 
of higher life. 


For this purpoſe, you ſhould give a very clear and 
ample deſcription of the whole ſet of polite acquire- 
ments; a complete hiſtory of forms, faſhions, frolics, 
of routs, drums, hurricanes, balls, aſſemblies, ridottos, 
maſquerades, auctions, plays, operas, puppet-ſhows 
and bear-gardens: of all thoſe delights which profita- 
bly engage the attention- of the moſt ſublime charac- 
ters, and by which they have brought to ſuch amazing 
perfection, the whole art and myſtery of paſſing day 
after day, week after week, and year after year, with- 
out the heavy aſſiſtance of any one thing, that formal 
animals are pleaſed to call uſeful or neceſſary. X 


In giving due inſtructions though what ſteps to 
attain this ſummit of human excellence, you may add 
ſuch irreſiſtible arguments, in it's favour, as muſt 
convince numbers, who in other inſtances do not 
ſeem to want natural underſtanding, of the unac- 
countable error of ſuppoſing they were ſent intd the 
world for any other purpoſe but to flutter, ſport, and 
ſhine: for, after all, nothing can be clearer, than that 
an everlaſting round of diverſion, and the more ſpright- 
ly and hurrying the better, is the moſt important end 
of human life. 
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It is really prodigious, ſo much as the world is im- 
proved, that there ſhould, in theſe days, be perſons ſo 
ignorant and ſtupid, as to think it neceſſary to mil- 
ſpend their time, or trouble their heads about any 
thing elſe than purſuing the preſent fancy: for what 
elſe is worth living for? 


It is time enough ſurely to think of conſequences 
when they come: and as for the antiquated notions of 
duty, they are not to be met with in any French no- 
vel, or any book one ever looks into, but derived al- 
moſt wholly from the writings of authors who lived 
a vaſt many ages ago, and who, as they were totally 
without any idea of thoſe accompliſhments which 
now characterize people of diſtinction, have been for 
ſome time ſinking apace into utter contempt. It 
does not appear that even their moſt zealous admir- 
ers, for ſome partizans of his own ſort every writer 
will have, can pretend to ſay they were ever at one 
maſquerade. In the important article of diverſions, 
the ceremonial of viſits, the extatic delight of un- 
friendly intimacies, and unmeaning civilities, they are 
abſolutely ſilent. Blunt truth and downright honeſ- 
ty, plain cloaths, ſtaying at home, hard work, few 
words, and thoſe unenlivened with cenſure or double 
meaning, are what they recommend as the orna- 
ments and pleaſures of life. Little oaths, polite diſ- 
ſimulation, tea- table ſcandal, delightful indolence, the 
glitter of finery, the triumph of precedence, the en- 
chantments of flattery, are things of which they ſeem 
to have bad no notion: and one cannot help laugh- 


1118 J 


ing, to think what a figure they would have made in 
a viſiting- room, and how frighted they would have 
looked at a gaming-table. The noble zeal of patri- 
otiſm, that diſdains authority, and tramples on law 
- for ſport, was their abſolute averſion: and, indeed, 
one cannot diſcover any one thing that they pretead 
to teach people, but to be wiſe and good; accom- 
pliſhments infinitely below the conſideration of per- 
ſons of taſte and ſpirit, who know how to ſpend their 
time to ſo much better purpoſe. 


Among other admirable improvements, pray, Mr. 
RAMBLER, do not forget to enlarge on the very ex- 
tenſive benefits of playing at cards on SUNDAYS ; a 
practice of ſuch infinite uſe, that we may modeſtly 
expect to ſee it univerſally prevail in all parts of this 
kingdom. To perſons of faſhion, the advantage is obvi- 
ous: becauſe, as for ſome ſtrange reaſon or other, 
which no fine gentleman or lady has yet been able to 
penetrate, there 1s neither play nor maſquerade, nor 
bottled conjurer, nor any other thing worth living 
for, to be had on a SUNDAY, if it were not for the 
charitable aſſiſtance of loo or quinze, the genteel part 
of mankind muſt, one day in ſeven, neceſſarily ſuffer 
a total extinction of Being. 


Nor are perſons of high rank the only gainers by 
ſo ſalutary a cuſtom, which extends it's good influ- 
ence, in ſome degree, to the lower orders of people : 
but. were it quite general, how much better and 
happier would the world be, than it is even now. - 


1 79 J 


It is hard upon poor creatures, be they ever ſo 
mean, to deny them thoſe enjoyments and liberties 
which are equally open for all: yet if ſervants were 
taught to go to church on this day, to ſpend ſome part 
of it in reading, or receiving inſtruction in a family 
way, and the reſt in mere friendly converſation, the 
poor wretches would infallibly take it into their heads, 
that they were obliged to be ſober, modeſt, diligent, 
and faithful to their maſters and miſtreſſes. Now 
ſurely none of common prudence and humanity would 
wiſh their domeſtics infected with ſuch ſtrange primi- 
tive notions, or laid under ſuch unmerciful reſtraints : 
all which may, in a great meaſure, be prevented, by the 
prevalence of the good-humoured faſhion, which 1 
would have you recommend. For when the lower 
kind of people ſee their betters, with a truly lauda- 
ble ſpirit, infulting and flying in the face of thoſe 
rude ill-bred diQtators, piety, and the laws, they are 
thereby excited and admoniſhed, as far as actions can 
admoniſh and excite, and taught, that they too have 
an equal right of ſetting them at defiance, in ſuch in- 
ſtances as their particular neceſſities and inclinations 
may require: and thus is the liberty of the whole hu- 
man ſpecies mightily improved and enlarged. 


In ſhort, Mr. RAMBLER, by a faithful repreſenta- 
tion of the numberleſs benefits of a modiſh life, you 
will have done your part in promoting, what every 
body ſeems to confeſs the true purpoſe of human ex- 
iſtence, perpetual diſſipation. By encouraging people 
to employ their whole attention on trifles, and to 
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make amufement their ſule buſineſs, you will teach 
them how to avoid many uneaſy and troubleſome re- 
flexions. All the ſoft feelings of humanity, the ſym- - 


pathies of friendſhip, all natural temptation to the 


care of a family, and ſolicitude about the good or ill 
of others, with the whole train of domeſtic and ſoci- 
al affections, which create ſuch daily anxieties and 
embarraſſments, will be happily ſtifled and ſuppreſ- 
ſed in a round of everlaſting racketing : and all feri- 
ous thoughts, but particularly that of HRRRAT TER, 


will be baniſhed out of the world; a moſt perplexing 
| apprehenſion, but luckily a moſt groundleſs one too, 


as it is ſo very clear a 27 that no body ever dies. 
Jam, &c. 
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